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JUMPING INTO DEATH 


At dawn on Sept. 17, 1944 the largest airborne 
landing in the history of warfare took place in 
Holland. Over thirty thousand Allied paratroopers 
dropped out of the sky to secure bridgeheads on 
ihe Maas Canal and the Waal River, while ar- 
mored spearheads from the main forces raced to 
join them. 


The ten thousand men of the British 1st Air- 
borne Division jumped over Arnhem. As they be- 
gan landing they were met with a hell of shell- 
fire and bombs from entrenched German Panzers. 
Yet, only twenty-four hours previously, air recon- 
naissance had shown no German troops of any 
strength to be in the area. 
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Nine days later a pitiful handful of survivors 
of the “Red Devils of Arnhem” struggled back to 
safety. The daring thrust had failed. Montgomery 
had suffered his first and only defeat of the war. 


How a Dutch traitor betrayed these British sol- 
diers and how he was ultimately brought to judge- 
ment is only one of the many thrilling episodes 
of counter-intelligence told in this book. 
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CHAPTER I 


Introduction 


My main job in life has been to catch spies. Dur- 
ing the last war I was personally responsible for the ex- 
ecution of seven spies and for long terms of imprisonment 
for a great many more. I do not quote these facts out of 
vanity but rather as my credentials for writing a book on 
spies. Whatever the following pages may lack in literary 
merit, the information they contain is at least authentic. 

During a series of lectures I have given since returning 
from active Counter-Intelligence work, many people, 
young and old, men and women, have asked me how they 


could become official C.I. agents. Most of them, impressed _ 


by the countless films, novels and supposedly authentic 
books on spies, were attracted by the idea of an exciting 
career in which glamorous spies were tracked down in the 
bars of luxury hotels, in which there were secret signs and 
passwords, thrilling pursuits in fast cars and “getting your 
man” after an arduous chase which might culminate in 
cornering the quarry in the sewers of Vienna, or some 
other exotic foreign capital. There is indeed excitement 
at times in the life of a real spy-catcher and occasionally 
some risks and, rarely, the danger of losing one’s life. But 
just as service on the battlefield is a long stretch of tedious 
waiting, punctuated by small flashes of danger, so also is 
the career of a real-life spy-catcher. The films or the 
novel set out to entertain their public. They have to con- 
centrate on the high lights of the plot and skip over the 
long grueling hours of routine investigations, of monot- 
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onous inquiry and the slow piecing together of the jigsaw 
of clues. 

The oe spy-catcher needs at least ten qualities, 
seven of which he must be born with and only three of 
which can be acquired by his own efforts. Right from the 
start, therefore, most potential Counter-Intelligence 
agents are handicapped in their quest. In the following 
paragraphs I will enumerate these necessary qualities, 
roughly in their order of importance as I see it. 

he first is a phenomenal memory. This is doubly es- 
sential. The spy-catcher must not only be able to memor- 
ize faces, events and places, which he may come across 
many years later, but he should also be able to conduct 
an interrogation, lasting several days perhaps, without 
having to take notes. Later I shall write in more detail 
about interrogations but, briefly, one of the prime factors 
is to get the confidence of the suspect and, if possible, to 
lull him into a sense of false confidence. If the investigator 
has to keep on breaking off his questions to take down 


. notes, he loses all opportunity of turning the formal oc- 


casion into what is seemingly an informal chat and the 
suspect remains on his guard. Worse still, the suspect is 
co time between questions, while the interrogator is 

usy scribbling away, to regroup his thoughts and con- 
sider suitable replies against further questions. The in- 
vestigator who can sit back apparently at ease may give 
the suspect the feeling that this is merely official routine 
and may thus trap him into over-confidence ending in 
self-betrayal. 

I myself have been: blessed—or cursed—with an excep- 
tional memory. I can, for example, remember exactly not 
only what presents were given to me on my third birth- 
day but who gave them and at what time of the day they 
arrived. My very earliest memories go back to the age of 
six months and I can still recall accurate impressions of 
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my cot and the frilly flounces that hung around it. M 
father had one of the first telephones to be installed in 
Holland. Important local numbers were written on a 
sheet of paper that hung beside the instrument. This was 
over fifty years ago and I can still remember each of 
those telephone numbers erat I am not stating these 
facts out of boastfulness. It is through no virtue or hard 
endeavor on my part that my memory should have been 
exceptional. But without such a memory I should never 
have made a catcher of spies. 

Next comes a double quality sree patience and regard 
for detail. A good example of this is given in Chapter VII 
of this book, dealing with the strange case of the patri- 
otic Mynheer Dronkers. There is no need, therefore, for 
me to dwell here on the usefulness of patience and re- 
gard for detail to the Counter-Intelligence officer, except 
to say that when a spy is fighting for his life in an inter- 
rogation he will obviously exercise all the patience he 


can muster. His life depends on it. His interrogator must 


be able to show greater patience if he is to succeed. Again, 
an efficient spy, and inefficient spies do not last long, will 
obviously have the main outlines of his story committed 
to memory. It is most unlikely that any interrogator 
could trip him up on the important aspects of his story, 
many of which in any case will be based on fact and the 
others as near to actuality as possible. It is only in the 
minor details that the clever spy may go wrong or may 
have failed to provide himself with a plausible story. This 
eye for deal coupled with apparently inexhaustible 
patience, thus becomes an important weapon in the hands 
of the interrogator. - 

Third on my list comes a gift for languages. However 
-well a man can express himself in his own tongue, he is ob- 
viously pees! if he can question a suspect only 
through an interpreter. He will be unable to detect 


whether a detainee who claims to be a Swedish business- 
man, for example, is indeed so or is really a German or a 
Norwegian with an excellent knowledge of Swedish, 
When it comes to searching a suspect’s belongings, the 

_ best detective in the world would be useless if he could 
not understand the language in which letters, diaries and 
official documents belonging to the suspect are written. 
Perhaps I may add here, again as fact and not as boasting, 
that I am fey to have this knack for learning languages 
—having complete mastery of Dutch, Flemish, English, 
French, German and Italian, with a competent working 
knowledge -of Spanish, Portuguese, Danish, Swedish, 
Norwegian, Rumanian and Swahili. 

The R attribute of the Counter-Intelligence agent 
must be a knowledge of practical psychology. He must 
be able to assess shrewdly the character of the man he is 
interrogating in order to know what line his questions 
should follow. Threats or a hectoring tone only act as 
a stiffener to the moral fiber of some suspects, yet a little 
sympathy, a few kind remarks, will help to break down 
their resistance. Others react in a total y Opposite man- 
ner. Some spies are vain and can be made garrulous 
through judicious praise. And so on. The examiner who 
cannot from an early stage in the interrogation sum up 
his o ent’s character is like a boxer going into the ring 
blin ded. 

The fifth attribute is courage. This may seem a strange 
remark and perhaps the reader will think that there is little 
courage required in acting as an examiner. Surely, you 
may say, it is the suspect fighting for his life who requires 
courage. That is true. Ne spy, however foolish his actions 

May be, lacks bravery, since he is prepared to risk his life 
in a foreign country on a lonely task which lacks the 
bolstering-up effect of comradeship in the ranks and 
which carries no recognition of his valor. It may, how- 
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ever, be evident from these few pages that the spy- 
catcher is the complete counterpart of the spy and must 
possess all the latter’s own qualities, plus the essential 
wit or brains to defeat his opponent. Anyone who has 
listened to a Parliamentary debate or has attended an 
important trial where witnesses are cross-examined will 
know that there is a quality which I can only loosely 
call “moral superiority.” That quality does not neces- 
sarily belong to the prosecutor but may be found on the 
side of the defense. It is a form of manifest courage, and 
in his way the Counter-Intelligence interrogator must 
try to establish it against the suspect. Not by ill-treating 
him in any way but by believing more strongly in the 
rightness of his task than the suspect believes in his. If the 
interrogator can win this silent battle of wills he is a E 
way toward establishing his case. And for that he needs 
courage of a high moral order. l 

The sixth quality required in the spy-catcher is an-al- 


- most Baedeker-like knowledge of the capitals and impor- - 


tant towns in Europe. By this I mean that he must know 
not only the main streets and the important buildings but 
side streets, restaurants, hotels, local characteristics and 
distances: from one point to another as well. All these 
facts must be stored in his mind in such a way that he can 
call on them at will. (Here, of course, we come back to 
the first attribute I mentioned—memory.) I can best il- 
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lustrate my point by giving an example which occurred © 


in an actual cross-examination. 

It was March, 1942, when Hans was brought to my 
office for questioning. (He was subsequently acquitted 
through a technicality and I cannot, therefore, give his 
real name.) I leaned back in my chair as he sat down and 
studied him closely. He was tall and thin but strong and 
completely in control of himself. The cropped fair hair, 
steel-blue- eyes, high cheekbones and sunken cheeks 


would have spelled out the word “German” even without 
the dueling scar that slashed his right cheek and which 
seemed to sign the testimony of his other features. Yet 
there were good Germans as well as bad ones, as I knew. 
The problem was—which was Hans? 

His story was a simple, straightforward one. He had 
not spoken many sentences before I realized that here was 
aman who was not only well educated, but highly in- 
telligent and resolute into the bargain. He admitted 
frankly to being a German but claimed to have fled to 
Denmark in 1936 since his open opposition to the Nazis 
had endangered his life and property. In Copenhagen he 
_ had practiced as a solicitor and had built up a comfort- 
able livelihood. But when the Nazis overran Denmark 

in 1940 he realized that he was in greater danger than 

before. So he had gone underground, had deliberately 
entered the lion’s den by working his way back into Ger- 
many and thence across the border into Switzerland, from 

Switzerland to southern France and across the Spanish 

frontier to Barcelona. This was a genuine escape route, 

as I well knew. 
I questioned him closely on the early part of his story. 

It was soon evident that he must have lived in Copen- 

hagen for several years. He knew the city intimately. It 
also seemed likely that he had practiced as a solicitor 

from the legal phrases he used eee unconsciously. It 
seemed equally obvious that he had traveled the genuine 
€scape route as he was able to tell me details which only 

a traveler along the route would remember. So far, so 

good. 


~ I sat back and lit a cigarette. “Tell me,” I asked in Ger- ` 


man, “what time in the day did you reach Barcelona?” 
“Tt was late in the evening. About ten o’clock, per- 

haps.” 
Where did you spend the night?” 
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“At the Hotel Continental.” 

“Ah yes, the Continental. Do you remember what floor 
the restaurant was on?” I asked. i 

There was the slightest pause and then he broke into 
a charming smile. “I’m afraid I don’t know. You see, it 
was so late when I arrived—about ten o’clock, as I said. 
They told me the restaurant was closed so I had a light 

my room.” 

RP cee.” Roe a good answer and cleverly avoided my 
question. “And then next morning—what did you do?” — 

“I breakfasted in my room and then left the hotel. I 
went to the British Passport Office.” ; 

“How did you get there—by taxi or on foot? 

“I walked,” he said. ' 

“Wasn’t that rather odd? You were a complete stranger 
in the town and yet you walked to a place you'd never 
been to before.” j ; 

“I was afraid to travel by taxi. Spain is friendly with 
the Axis. The Gestapo has agents everywhere. I thought 
that taxi drivers might be in the pay of the Gestapo. And 
I look a typical German, don’t I?” He grinned ruefully 
and touched his dueling scar with his finger tips. ) 

I nodded. It was quite a reasonable excuse. “How then 
did you find your way?” : 

“I asked the policemen on duty.” 

“And how long did it take you to walk from the Hotel 
Continental to the British Passport Office?” 

“About twenty minutes,” he replied. l 

There was a pause. I took out a cigarette, tapped it on 
the case, lit it and inhaled deeply. “My friend,” I said, 
“you are a liar. A clever liar but undoubtedly a liar—and 
probably a spy as well.” 

He went red and sprang up. “How dare you accuse me 
like that!” he shouted. 
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“Take it easy,” I said. “Sit down. The act is over. There 
is no need to brazen it out.” 

I leaned forward. “Two points condemn you. Unlike 
almost every hotel in Europe the Continental has its res- 
taurant not on the ground floor but on the second floor. 
You suspected a trap and cleverly skirted round it by 
saying the restaurant was closed when you arrived at ten 
that night. And so it would have been—in Berlin, or 
London, or Copenhagen. But what you didn’t realize, my 
friend, is that in Spain, as in most countries bordering the 
Mediterranean, the night life begins much later than in 
Northern Europe. You have heard of taking a siesta—an 
afternoon nap? All hot countries indulge in the practice. 
The coolest part of the twenty-four hours, when people 
enjoy themselves, is late at night. Cinemas and theaters 
in Spain do not open until about eleven o’clock. So, you 
see, the restaurant in the Hotel Continental would not 
have been closed at ten. It would have been at its busiest, 
thronged with customers. The deduction is simple. You 
never went to the Continental.” 

He was about to blurt out something so I hurried on. 

“There is no need to interrupt me. Even if that mistake 
_ did not convict you, this one would.” I picked up a piece 
of paper and a pencil from my desk. “Watch. Since your 
knowledge of Barcelona is—shall I say, elementary?—I 
will draw you a little diagram. Here is the Hotel Con- 
tinental—on the Rambla de Cataluña. Just further on is a 
large square, the Plaza de Catalufia—see, I sketch it on the 
ee Leading out of the square at the far end is the 

aseo de Gracia. And just here, on the Paseo is the Bri- 
tish Passport Office. It is not five minutes’ walk from the 
Hotel Continental—you can’t, as they say here in Eng- 
land, miss it. Yet you say you took twenty minutes to 
walk the distance. A tall, vigorous fellow like you could 
not be so slow a walker.” 
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I rang the bell for the guards to take him away. “In 
fact,” I added, “if you had really stayed at the Contin- 
ental, which of course you did not, you would in all 
probability have been able to see the British Passport 
Office from your bedroom window. You certainly 
reached the Passport Office, the officials there confirm it. 
But I wonder how you arrived. In the back of a closed 
car belonging to the German Intelligence Service?” 

As mentioned above, Hans did not pay the supreme 
penalty for being a spy but through a technicality was 
acquitted at the subsequent trial. Nevertheless I am con- 
vinced that he was a spy, and a dangerous one at that. He 
was interned for the rest of the war so that at least he 
could not actively follow his chosen career. The moral 
of this story is that cleverer men than I might have spent 
hours interrogating Hans but had they not possessed the 
Baedeker knowledge of foreign cities, in this case Bar- 
celona, they would not have spotted the two tiny mistakes 
in his otherwise strong and credible account of himself. 

The seventh attribute which the Counter-Intelligence 
officer must possess is 4 thorough knowledge of interna- 
tional law. Every suspect, no matter what his nationality 
may be, has certain rights and privileges under interna- 
tional law. He cannot be detained for more than a certain 
length of time; certain conditions have to be observed 
during the course of his detention. Even if it were not 
anathema to the sense of British justice, international law 
would still prevent ill-treatment of prisoners and suspects. 
A clever spy, who is well versed in the details of the 
Hague Convention, might be able to thwart his interro- 

ator by bluff, claiming protection under international 
Ev beyond his entitlement. The interrogator must, there- 
fore, be able to match and outwit the suspect in this as 
in other aspects of their duel. 

Next the spy-catcher must be a born actor. He must be 
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able to simulate rage, or impatience, or sympathy, with- 
out at any time losing the rigid control of his emotions. 
I have already spoken of the practical psychology that 
comes into play when dealing with a suspect. This attri- 
bute is perhaps a counterpart of the other. Having as- 
sessed the suspect’s personality and decided on the best 
method of tackling him, the interrogator must be able 
to act his part. It is no good adopting a hectoring tone 
when the eyes are still mild and the voice betrays sym- 
pathetic inflections. Conversely, the interrogator will 
soon give himself away if he adopts the tactics of sym- 
pathy and forgets to put off the acute por and the edge 
. to the voice. A good spy will himself be an adept at sum- 
ming up his opponents. He will soon recognize the false 
note in the voice and the wintry smile which does not 
cloak the real purpose. Further, the spy-catcher must be 
able to hide his real feelings as well as assume a false ap- 
pearance. The suspect may have made a tiny slip and be 
unaware of it. The interrogator must pursue the point, 
but casually and without apparent interest. If a gleam in 
his eye or a tenseness in his manner betrays his inner ex- 
citement, the suspect will be on his guard, alert for fur- 
ther questions, Again, interrogations can become boring 
affairs when, for sae on end, a stubborn suspect will 
continue to repeat the same story over and over again. 
‘The interrogator may in spite of himself become bored or 
seething with impatience. But he must rigidly appre 
those feelings and never permit a gesture or a facial ex- 
pression to betray his inner thoughts. ; 

The ninth attribute is tbe gift of detection. In many 
ways this is a highly developed sense of logic. It is the 
ability to perceive cause and effect, to test mentally each 
link in the chain of evidence set before one by the sus- 
pect. Every efficient spy will have a plausible story—on 
the surface, Only the interrogator who can delve below 
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the surface and bring to light by questioning any con- 
cealed evidence will succeed against the competent spy. 
Here the time factor is of great importance. A suspect 
should in theory be able to account for every minute of 
the time spent during the period under survey. On the 
other hand, an honest man, particularly under the stress 
of emotion, may not tell an entirely plausible story. He 
may at the first telling omit both details and major inci- 
dents through confusion or genuine forgetfulness. Few 
people indeed, as any police constable will testify, can 
give a coherent account of some happening, Starting at 
the beginning and covering every point to the end. Un- 
less they are trained to give evidence, they will leave out 
important facts, blurt out what they recall in the wrong 
sequence and often repeat themselves. Two witnesses of 
a street accident may give quite different accounts of 
what they saw with their own eyes. The reader, appre- 
ciating this, can imagine how much more confused will 


be the story of a refugee, overwrought by relief at hav- 


ing reached safety and by the strain and privations he 
may have undergone en route. He may also have traveled 
by night across completely strange territory. There will 
be understandable gaps in his story and he may genuinely 
forget, if his travels have lasted days, weeks or even 
months, on what day and at what time of the day he 
crossed that frontier or reached this town. The Counter- 
Intelligence officer must have the ability to sift the true 
Statement from the false, to make allowances for genuine 
loss of memory and for exaggeration caused through 
overstrain. i 
So far I have centered my remarks mainly on the ver- 
bal interrogation of suspects. In the following chapter 
I shall speak in more detail of the methods of interroga- 
tion, bringing in the searching of a suspect’s property. I 
need only add here that all the belongings of a refugee 
15 


are important in establishing or refuting his credentials, 
from the clothes he wears to the baggage he carries. Only 
a trained investigator, knowing what clues he is looking 
for, can possibly deduce the real evidence from searching 
letters, books, clothing and even dates of the body. The 
exceptional spy alone can afford to trust his memory 
on codes or foreign addresses to which information is to 
be sent. The others will have notes or reminders hidden 
away. The investigator must not only know the different 
a where such incriminating evidence can be hidden 
ut’ also approximately what kind of evidence he is 
searching for. I have already referred to the case of Myn- 
heer Dronkers which is told in a later chapter. This 
strange case not only exemplifies the need for colossal 
Sen but also shows the need of knowing what to 
ook for. 

Finally the tenth attribute of the spy-catcher must be 
practical experience of previous “dodges.” There are cer- 
tain well-known methods for secret writing or for con- 
cealing vital evidence. One of the great drawbacks of the 
German intelligence system in both world wars was 
their rigid following of routine and their apparent lack of 
initiative. Once a particular secret method or code had 
been broken, it should have been dropped at once and a 
substitute found. The Germans, however, often per- 
severed with the same method long after it had been dis- 
covered and thus unnecessarily risked the lives of their 
spies. I should like to give two examples, one from the 
Second World War and one from the First. 

In the First World War, when fighting took place on 
the Continent throughout, the spy’s problem was not so 
much the acquiring of information but the passing of it. 
In the Second World War the problems tended to be 
reversed, largely through two inventions that had been 
made or perfected in the meantime—radio telegraphy and 


16 


microphoto raphy. A high-powered short-wave trans- 
mitter could easily be set up in a lonely part of, say, the 
Essex marshes, a message be transmitted and the set dis- 
mantled and driven miles away long before it could be 
monitored and the source of the message accurately lo- 
cated. Even more ingenious and elusive was the micro- 
camera. I have seen a German model which was no 
longer than a fountain pen and roughly three times as 
thick. It could be clipped to an inside coat or waistcoat 
pocket. It could be used for filming a document, and the 
negative could be reduced to literally the size of a pin- 
head. A spy need only place the negative under the stamp 
on an envelope and send the letter to a foreign address. 
The actual letter would of course be quite harmless. The 
overloaded wartime Censors’ Department would never 
have the time to steam off every stamp on business let- 
ters sent to a Lisbon address, say, in case there was a mi- 
nute and easily overlooked. negative stuck underneath. 
Unfortunately for themselves the German agents would 
continue to send letters to foreign addresses already un- 
der suspicion. Such letters were examined with even 
more than the normal care and before long this ingenious 
method was discovered. 

My second example is taken from the First World 
War. This incident took place in 1916 on the French 
front near the Somme. It so ha pened that part of a vil- 
lage lay in No Man’s Land ar the rest of it behind the 
French lines. sli a lull in the fighting the villagers, 
with the stolidity o country people, tried to pick up the 
threads of their rudely disturbed ene) life. One 


woman who lived on the side of the village in 
erman hands used to travel every day across. the shell- 
= Shattered open space to visit her brother, whose cottage 

was behind the French lines. On reaching the French 
lines she was examined and questioned by a Counter-In- 
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telligence officer every day as a routine check but, like 
all fe other villagers who passed to and fro, she appeared 
to be quite harmless. One day on her return from her 
brother’s cottage she arrived at the check post carrying 
a basket with her lunch in it. It was a homely meal of 
boiled eggs, bread and butter. The Counter-Intelligence 
officer had by now become used to her and greeted her 
‘in a friendly tone. He asked her the usual questions, al- 
most perfunctorily, and as he talked casually turned over 
the contents of her basket. He picked up one of the hard- 
boiled eggs and toyed with it, tossing it a few inches in 
the air and catching it again. 

He glanced up and saw to his surprise a look of alarm 
on the woman’s red face. He went on tossing and catch- 
ing the egg and the higher he threw it the more disturbed 
the woman seemed to be. He caught the egg and examined 
it closely but there was no sign or blemish on the shell, 
which had a smooth and innocent blankness about it. But 
he now suspected that there must be something sinister 
about it, to account for the woman’s confusion. Suddenly 
he cracked it on the edge of her basket and began to peel 
off the shell. On the white of the egg were microscopic 
words and marking which were brown in color. When 
magnified and deciphered, the marks proved to be a plan 
of the French sector with the identities of the various di- 
visions and brigades that occupied it. The peasant woman 
was inevitably tried and executed as a spy. 

The Germans had hit on the ingenious fact that if one 
writes in acetic acid on the shell of an egg and, after 
the acid dries, boils the egg, the writing will be absorbed 
through onto the white and will leave no trace, either to 
the naked eye or even to a powerful microscope, on the 
outside of the shell. It was sheer accident that the Coun- 
ter-Intelligence Service should have discovered this or, 
perhaps I should say in fairness to the officer concerned, 
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accident plus the knowledge of practical psycholo 
which roused his suspicions the Teni see peas 
woman appeared confused. But once the method was 
broken the Germans should have stopped it in spite of its 
ingenuity. With their one failing as enemies, however, 
the love of routine with its corresponding lack of initia- 
tive, they persevered with the same trick long after they. 
must have been aware that the Counter-Intelligence 
knew of it and had circulated the information. I am per- 
sonally aware of three cases in the Second World War 
in which this trick was used and brokén. There must 
have been many other occasions, unknown to me, where 
a German agent was needlessly sacrificed through the 
routine-mindedness of his superiors. 

Those, then, are the ten main attributes which the po- 
tential spy-catcher must possess. Enthusiasm is obviously 
not enou h. The interested reader might like to examine 
his qualifications for the job by marking himself out of 
a total of ten marks on each factor. Anyone who could 
honestly eee himself with over 75 marks out of a possi- 
ble 100 should get in touch with M.I.5 without delay. A - 
man like that could be of immense use to his country. 
But I doubt whether one person in a hundred thousand 
would really qualify. To that person I should add the 
warning note that, given these qualifications, it would 
still take at least five years of training to make him an 
efficient Counter-Intelligence agent. 

Toward the end of this book I propose to devote some 
pages to discussing counterespionage in the light of post- 
war developments. I need only stress here briefly that it 
is-too late to build up or expand an efficient spy-catching 
organization once a war has broken out. To choose the 
right men and to train them takes many years to achieve. 

I now come on to one of the more controversial as- 
pects of my theme—the place of women in Counter-In- 
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telligence work. Some readers may have noticed that so 
far I have always spoken of spy-catchers in the masculine 


_ Sense. It is my own view, backed up by thirty years of 


experience, that women either as spies or as spy-catchers’ 
are on the whole quite useless. I am no woman-hater in 


ons I like women—in their right place. But apart 


rom “Mademoiselle le Docteur” in the First World 


War, there has never been a woman spy or a woman P 
d. 


catcher to compete with the best men in the same fie 
Mata Hari certainly won fame and gave her name to the 
public’s conception of the glamorous female spy, but she 
was a stupid, impulsive creature and had she not been 
executed and thus martyred would never have been re- 
membered. Let me try to substantiate these remarks. 

At one stage in os last war I was helping to train 
secret agents who were to be parachuted into piven tis 
Europe. Several Dutch women who had escaped from 
Holland came to see me and pleaded to be allowed to vol- 
unteer for this dangerous job. They were elite i sin- 
cere and deeply patriotic. To each one I would say, 
“What risks are you prepared to take?” 

Each would renee reply, as and without false 
heroics, “I am prepared to give my life for my country.” 

My automatic answer was, “That is the last thing we 
want. Dead, you are useless to us. But are you prepared 
to go on living and to give your body?” 

This was a question duty made me ask but never with- 
out a sense of disgust. It was the crux of the matter. Most 
women have three inherent failings where spying is con- 
cerned. One jis that of acres they lack the technical 
knowledge and training. If, for example, it is neces- 
sary to find out the details of a new secret engine which 
the enemy is developing, a garage mechanic starts with 
more advantages than the most intelligent woman. From 
his job he already knows the background, whereas most 
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women will have to start from scratch and first of all 
learn the component parts and the principles of mo- 
tor power. Where military secrets are concerned, few 
women know, as men do, the various ranks and the sub- 
units, units, brigades, divisions and so forth that make up 
the modern army. Such knowledge can, of course, be 
acquired. But it takes up valuable time which could be 
better spent in more important learning. 

Secondly, women are more conspicuous than men in 
unusual surroundings. A man, dressed up as a laborer, 
may spend hours near a lonely gun site, for instance, 
without his presence being remarked on. But a woman, 
especially if she is young and pretty, will draw attention 
to herself at once and will probably attract what our 
American friends refer to as “wolf whistles.” Again, a 
man can enter a dockside bar in a seaport and, suitably 
dressed, he will be taken for ted. A woman would 
at once be out of place. Thus her very appearance limits 
a woman spy’s movements and so limits her value as an 
agent. 

Thirdly, and this is the most important factor, most 
women’s control over their emotions is more unreliable 


than that of men. I risk a storm of abuse from my women 


readers in suggesting this but experience has taught me 
that it is true. I have known two or three cases of 
women, German, British and French, who were set the 
task of gaining the affections of some senior officer on 
the other side. This aei did only too successfully and 
then spoiled everything by saa genuinely in love with 
their victims. The logical step followed. They went over 
to the enemy and betrayed all the training and the se- 
crets which they had acquired from their own country’s 
Intelligence Service. I have known male spies who be- 
came renegades but never for such a reason. A spy has 
no room for a soft heart. 
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In my opinion the only limited use a woman spy has is 
to gain information for her country by seducing a senior 
officer or official on the other side and subsequently 
blackmailing him into giving further information by 


Pe ening to report him to his security officers or, 


worse still perhaps, to his wife. That is why I always 
asked the Dutch women who volunteered for spy work 
whether they were prepared to give their bodies fot their 
country. This is something that the average decent 


woman could not do in cold blood. A woman who would . 


be prepared to sleep with a stranger, often a physically 
repulsive stranger, in order to worm secrets out of him 
needs the soul of a harlot. And harlots are notoriously 
unreliable. Thus, as potential spies, women do not rate 
very high in my opinion. Nor do they make good spy- 
catchers. Many a husband who, arriving home late, has 
come to dread his wife’s detailed catechism, may vio- 
lently disagree with me on this score. Yet in thirty years’ 
experience in which I have met, or studied the tactics of, 
the leading exponents of Intelligence and Counter-Intel- 
ligence work in Europe and America, I have never come 
across a woman, with the one exception ae of 
“Mademoiselle le Docteur,” who shone at either branch. 
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CHAPTER If 


Methods of Interrogation 
1 


There are several way of extracting information 
from a suspect. Before discussing the methods which I 
personally have evolved, through a process of trial and 
error, I should like to mention briefly methods used both 
in England and elsewhere. In Nazi Germany ph sical 
torture was widely used; the methods varied with the in- 
genuity of the interrogator from straightforward whip- 
ping to thumbscrews, the removal of finger- and toenails 
without anesthetic and the breaking of limbs or the tight- 


_ ening of a metal band by slow degrees around the sus- 


pect’s head. A dentist’s drill, particularly when it began 
to bite down into’ the sensitive nerves under the tooth, 
also proved a highly effective weapon. The Soviet Rus- 
sian methods are not easy to calculate exactly, because 
few political prisoners have lived to tell the story of 
their interrogation and fewer still have managed to slip 
through the chinks in the Iron Curtain. It is reasonable to 
surmise, however, that the Russian M.V.D. relies to a 
great extent on underfeeding and drugs to weaken a 
prisoner’s resistance, coupled with long and intensive in- 
terrogations sometimes lasting thirty-six hours without 
a break. The suspect is then returned to his cell, drops at 
once into the deep sleep of utter exhaustion and, an hour 
later, is waked up for further interrogation. Continued 
lack of sleep breaks the resistance of the strongest and 
most stubborn person. Methods used in the United States 
vary from the “grilling” of the “third degree” in which 
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a suspect may be questioned for many hours under 
a powerful light by relays of interrogators, to the use 
of the supposedly reliable scientific aids such as the 
“truth drug” and the lie detector. I say “sw dly re- 
liable” as I personally do not believe in the i allibility of 
either. An injection of the truth drug or, as it is properly 
named, oe puts the suspect’s conscious mind to 
sleep and his nonconscious mind will cause him to blurt 
out the truth. Or so its exponents claim. Having experi- 
mented, I have discovered that years of practice can en- 
able one to train one’s subconscious mind to the extent 
of restraining speech under an anesthetic. The lie de- 
tector is an ingenious mechanism based on the theory 
that a person’s metabolic rate alters under the stress of 
emotion, which is scientifically proved. The exponents 


_ of this method go further and state that it can be applied 


to tell whether the person being interrogated is speaking 
the truth or is lying. I am prepared to admit that the 
theory has statistics on its side but not that it is one hun- 
dred per cent effective. From experience I have found a 
few resolute, cool-headed men who can outwit the lie 
detector. Only a few, but they are sufficient. For evi- 
dence of this nature to be admitted in a court of justice 
there must be no exceptions to he general rule. 

Nazi Germany, Soviet Russia and the United States, as 
far as their “third degree” methods are concerned, rely to 
a great extent on physical hardship to get the information 
required from a suspect. There is no doubt that physical 
torture will ultimately break any man, however strong in 
body or determined in mind. I knew one incredibly brave 
man who fell into the hands of the Gestapo and who had 
all his fingernails and toenails forcibly extracted and one 
leg broken without uttering a word: of useful informa- 
tion. But he himself admitted that he was at the end of 
his resistance. It so happened that his torturers were baf- 


fled and gave up at that stage. Had they gone on, even 
with some minor discomfort compared to the exquisite 
agony he had so far suffered, he would have broken and 
confessed all. 

No man could stand up indefinitely to the water tor- 
ture. This is the simple and ancient method of allowin 
a tap to drip at several seconds’ interval on a man’s head. 
This, I am convinced, would break a strong man in a 


„Matter of minutes and make a raving lunatic of any human 


_ being after an hour. 


Apart from its inherent loathsomeness and the fact, for 
which we may devoutly thank God, that evidence ex- 
tracted under duress is not admissible in a British court 
of law, physical torture has one overwhelming disadvan- _ 
tage. Under its spur an innocent man will often confess 
to some crime he has never committed, merely to gain 
a respite. If he has been badly tortured, he will even in- 
vent a crime involving the death penalty, preferring quick 
death to a continuation of his agony. Physical torture 
will ultimately make any man talk but it cannot ensure 
that he will tell the truth. 

It is a known fact that in time of war agents on active 
service are given three different kinds of pill to carry al- 
ways on them. One kind is the “knockout drops,” which 
would render a man unconscious for twenty-four hours. 
Another is the Benzedrine pill, which stimulates a tired 
person into further bursts of mental energy. The third 
is the suicide pill; it is composed of cyanide or some: 
other equally deadly and quick-acting poison. Each of 
these different kinds of pill has its uses, and the last- 
named in particular is for the agent who realizes that he 
is about to be captured and who knows that he cannot 
stand up to the ensuing torture. It is a brave man who 
can carry his own death around with him in the shape of 
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_ atiny pill and who will make use of it rather than give 
away vital information. : 

"That is all I wish to say on the methods of physical 
torture for extracting information. Such methods are 
usually effective but de and utterly repugnant to 
civilized people. They are also a confession of weakness. 
The interrogator is prepared to admit from the outset 
that his suspect is mentally superior and will thus write 
off his chances of outwitting his suspect through verbal 
questioning. 

“The Deuxième Bureau, the former French equivalent 
to the British M.1.5, under which I received all my early 
_ training, had an ingenious method which usually pro- 


duced results. Two interrogators were allotted to each - 


suspect. One of them would be the bullying type, always 
shouting, threatening and thumping the table with his 
fist. The other would be the quiet, sympathetic type, ap- 
parently on the prisoner’s side and doing his best to 
restrain his violent colleague. The interrogation would 
reach a crescendo with the “bully” shouting abuse and 
making the most fearsome threats, when he would be 
suddenly called away on some official pretext. The “sym- 
pathetic” interrogator would then continue the question- 
ing in a mild and friendly way, perhaps offering the 
suspect a cigarette and soothing his fears. The sudden 
change in atmosphere nearly always produced results, and 
out of relief or relaxation of the tension the suspect soon 
found himself blurting out a full confession. 

Scotland Yard usually goes in for the method of sym- 

athy by itself. Their detectives are adept at producing 
the “all friends together” kind of atmosphere which im- 
plies that, after all, people are only human and are bound 
to make mistakes. Their detectives are polite, friendly 
and understanding—and very efficient at obtaining freely 
given confessions. As a Dutchman who has spent many 
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years in England, I am perhaps privileged to put off the 
self-depreciation and modesty of the average Englishman 
and say that these methods of sympathy with the suspect 
pens from the essential tolerance and the wish to give 
the hunted a sporting chance which are characteristic of 
England. Unlike many other judicial systems, the accused 
in a British court of law starts off with the priceless ad- 
vantage that the onus of er lies with the prosecution, 
This is also implicit in all the stages that lead from his 
arrest to his appearance in court. British officialdom -~ 
frowns on the suggestion that any advantage may be 
taken over a prisoner before his trial or information ex- 
tracted from him by threats or duress. Many readers will 
recall the case of the brigadier in a south-coast town dur- 
ing the war. A Nazi airman who had been shot down after 
machine-gunning the streets of the town -was brought 
before the brigadier and was both arrogant and offensive. 
The latter, momentarily enraged by his attitude and 
realizing that the airman had only just been shooting at 
defenseless women and children, struck him with his 
cane. The brigadier was court-martialed and dismissed 
from the Service. It seems a heavy penalty for one im- 
pulsive blow struck under extreme provocation but, on 
reflection, one realizes the important principle behind it. 

A more humorous case happened to me in 1941. I had 
been interrogating a suspect, who was later proved guilty 
of espionage, and during the course of my questioning I 
called the man a liar—which he undoubtedly was. I hap- 
pened to be overheard and was later summoned into the 
presence of a very senior Home Office official who gave 
me a lecture on the enormity of my offense. The inter- 


= rogation had taken place on Home Office property and 


there appears to be a strict Home Office ruling that no sus- 
pect may be called an outright liar. The interrogator 
may paraphrase the remark by saying to the suspect, “I 
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` not prove fatal to him. 


suggest that your answer to my last question contained 
certain inaccuracies,” or words to that effect, but he may 
not insult the poor victim or injure his feelings by calling 
him a plain unvarnished liar! At the time I was both 
amused and a little irritated, because my so-called victim 
had been a particularly loathsome creature as well as a 


brazen liar of the first order. Looking back, I realize 


that this Home Office ruling, although perhaps a little 


exaggerated in its application, was nevertheless on the 


right lines; but I must confess that there were occasions 
durin: my career when circumstances made it seem un- 
wise for me to adhere to such a ruling. 

After the liberation of Holland part of my duties was 
to train many young Dutchmen for the Counter-Intelli- 
gence Service. At this time I was working under the 
pseudonym of Frank Jackson. The notes for one of the 
series of lectures I drew up are reproduced at the end of 
this chapter. They deal exclusively with my methods of 
interrogation. I need not therefore say much about them 
here. There is, however, one point I should like to stress. 
My object in any cross-examination was always a simple 
one. It was to provoke in the suspect an emotional crisis 
as early as possible in the course of questioning. The 
reason for akat is not hard to find. A cross-examination 


| Js primarily a battle of wits and one side or the other 


must grasp the initiative early in the game and then re- 
tain it. The interrogator starts at a natural advantage. He 
has nothing to fear, except failure, and even then it will 
e can conduct the interroga- 
tion when and where he likes and can decide when it is 
to be broken off and when resumed. But he will lose the 
advantages inherent in the situation if he does not put 
them to good use ny getting his opponent rattled early in 
the questioning. If he can make the suspect angry or 
frightened by his questions he will have taken a long 
28 


stride toward success; and here, of course, is where a 
knowledge of practical ps chology, the ability to work 
on a suspect’s emotions and to size him up accurately and 
without delay, plays its important role. 

Although they would never stoop to physical torture, 
some Counter-Intelligence officers have been known to 
use physical discomfort as an aid. They have given the 
Suspect a hard chair to sit on or have made him stand 
to attention for long periods of questioning. One quite 
common trick, used I believe by interrogators in the 
Army when they were dealing with a senior enemy 
officer who might be an easy victim to embarrassment, 
was to offer him large quantities of tea or coffee before 
the interrogation and then to prolong the questions until 
the needs of nature were pressing him to such an extent 
that he would often give away vital information in order 
to be free to relieve himself. Personally, I strongly de- 
precate such methods. True, they do not actually consti- 
tute physical torture. But they are close to the borderline 


and may occasionally stray over it. 


It may be quixotic but I have always tried to start level 
with the suspect. He may sit in a comfortable chair if he 
wishes to; he may loll back if he prefers. The hours set 
for questioning must not be so excessive as to strain his 
endurance. They might be from nine in the morning to 
Six in the evening with an hour’s break for lunch. Above 
all, I would expect to conduct the whole interrogation 
myself and not rely on snatching a rest while a substitute 
questioner carried on in my place. Nor, as I have men- 
tioned previously, would T take notes during the cross- 
examination. My intention would be to break down 
the official atmosphere- and get on familiar terms with 
the suspect, unless I felt he was more likely to be im- 
pressed by official severity. And always in my mind 
would be the thought of seizing the initiative y pro- 
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voking him into an emotional crisis. Often, if all else 
failed and I strongly suspected that my man was a s 
although his story appeared to be watertight, I would 


oe get him to repeat it over and over again, from beginnin: 


- to end, each time without omitting a single detail. This 
repetition might take a week, working normal hours, 
_ and would be a supreme test for both his patience and 
mine—and of our memories. Sooner or later, if he was 
not genuine, he would trip up over some minor detail 
and then the door to his ultimate disclosure would be 
slightly ajar. Once I had got a foot inside that door, I was 
on the way to success. 


2 


I should now like to sketch in brief the backgřound 
against which interrogations took place in the Second 
World War. Conditions were far more difficult then 
-than they had been when the First World War broke 
out. By a piece of luck and by shrewd judgment every 
German spy operating in England was rounded up and 
arrested within twenty-four hours of the outbreak of war 
in August, 1914. Karl Lody, the first German spy to arrive 
after hostilities began, was already expected and was 
caught with the greatest ease. This story has often been 
told and I need not enlarge on it except by giving the 
outlines. In 1911 during a German state visit to London, 
a high-ranking attaché made a habit of visiting a bar- 
bershop in the-Caledonian Road. This was not the kind of 
establishment to which a senior Prussian officer would 
normally go for a haircut and the suspicions of the 
Counter-Intelligence Service were at once aroused. A 
watch was kept on the shop and all letters reaching and 
leaving it were examined. Counter-Intelligence soon real- 
ized that the shop was the “post office” for the German 
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espionage system in England. Wisely our authorities did 
not disclose their knowledge at this stage but merely kept 
a close watch and a full dossier on the activities radiatin 
from the barbershop. As soon as war was declared they 
struck and in one blow destroyed the whole espionage 
System so carefully built up over three years. It was a 
grave setback for the German Intelligence which never 
managed to repair the damage during the rest of the war. 
All because a senior German officer chose an insuffici- 
ently aristocratic neighborhood for his haircut. 

he Second World War broke out in vastly different 


_ and more difficult circumstances for the British Counter- 


B 


Intelligence system. There is normally a large element of 
foreigners in London and the other big cities, which 
might be friendly to the country’s enemies. From the 
early nineteen-thirties onward this element had been 
swollen by thousands of refugees from Germany and 
Italy, most of them violently antagonistic to Hitler and 


Mussolini and many of them having fled on this account. 


But it was always possible for the Nazis and Fascists to 
have taken advantage of circumstances and slipped sev- 
eral spies in among, the genuine refugees. There were 
also some Englishmen who sympathized politically with 
the Nazi methods or who genuinely believed that we 
should avoid war by siding with Hitler. 

Under Defense Regulation 18B the major suspects 
Were interned when war broke out, but however wide 
the net was flung the meshes were not close enough to 
catch all the fish. One of the ironic tragedies of total war 
is that the liberty of the individual, the mainspring of a 
country’s will to fight against an aggressor, is the first. 
casualty. Many sincere patriots were opposed to the 
framing of Regulation 18B and there is no doubt that 
Several innocent men and women were caught in it. For 
example, von Rintelen, the celebrated “dark invader” of 


31 


should treat him so churlis 


the First World War, who was a vehement hater of Hit- 
ler and his ways and who was later proved to be com- 
letely genuine, spent the greater part of 1941 and 1942 
interned in Chelsea. I got to know him quite well during 
that time, and he could never understand why the coun- 
he wanted to help and which would have profited 
greatly from his vast oo of German spying 
ly. It is the old story o the 
omelette and the eggs. One cannot make war without 
breaking certain principles—which is one of the major 
disasters of a war. 

As soon as the 1939 war broke out the many thousands 
of German refugees who had been arriving for several 
years in England had to be “screened.” This in itself was 
a major task. After Dunkirk, only a few months later, 
another 150,000 refugees poured into the country from 
Denmark, Holland, Norway, France and even from 
Czechoslovakia and Poland. They presented a grave 
problem, especially as the evacuation of the B.E.F. and 
then a possibly imminent invasion had to be prepared 
for as well. A little later, while the flood of incoming 
refugees was still in spate, the Luftwaffe air raids began 
and also complicated the problem. England had its own 
homeless to look after as well as the refugees from 
overseas. ‘ 

The system improvised to deal with the latter was as 
follows. Five reception centers were set up in London, 
at Fulham Road, Balham, Bushey Park, the Crystal Pal- 
ace and Norwood. The centers were organized by the 
London County: Council and each was run, chosen no 
doubt with admirable ingenuity, by—a workhouse mas- 
ter! From the security side I was attached to the center 
at Norwood, which I came to know best of the five 
centers. It had formerly been a hospital and the buildings 
were all of the two-floor type. There were no cellars and 
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no air-raid shelters. A wire fence had been hastily erected » 
around the perimeter and was guarded by soldiers. 

The increasing batches of refugees often arrived in 
the small hours of the morning. From June, 1940, their 
arrival usually coincided with an air raid. Sometimes up 
to seven hundred of them at a time would reach Nor- 
wood in a fleet of London buses. The women and several 
of the men would already be on the verge of hysteria 
through the privations of their escape and through worry 
over the fate of their families. The confusion of arriving 
in the dark, cold, lonely and hungry, aggravated by the 
dangers of an air raid to greet them, would often tip the 
Scales and turn them into a bunch of gesticulating and 
screaming semi-maniacs. 


Restoring order in the dark among a crowd of com- 


plete strangers is not the simplest of tasks. However, 


somehow or other it would be done and then all the 
refugees had to be registered and their names and nation- 


` alities duly noted. After that a hot drink and some food, 


and then the problem of finding them a place to sleep 
and blankets to sleep in for what remained of the night. 
The semblance of order so painfully won might soon be 
completely upset by the panic of another Luftwaffe air 
raid at this point. The German bombers seemed to use 
a “bomb alley” which lay across Norwood and the Crys- 
tal Palace so that either or both centers were certain to 
get their share of bombs doled out every raid. ; 
By dawn those of us who were in charge at the center, 


_ having been up all night, were surely ready for bed. But 


now our real work began. After the refugees had been 
given a bath and possibly had both their bodies and their 


clothes treated for lice, they were each carefully ex- 


amined by a medical officer. Any with infectious diseases 


from smallpox to scabies were of course segregated from — 
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the rest. Many more might be in need of medical atten- 
tion after their long and arduous travels. 

Then the Counter-Intelligence got to work. The lug- 
gage belonging to perhaps seven hundred refugees had to 
be sorted out and scrupulously examined. Every scrap of 
paper, the pages of every book, had to be turned over 
and scrutinized. Clothes had to be searched, including 
the linings and the seams, and so had all the cases and 


bags. This was no perfunctory check on the lines of a 


customs examination. It had to be done with the, maxi- 
mum of close attention. Many refugees in an honest at- 
tempt to help the country which gave them shelter 
would have brought maps, ee and drawings 
giving information of the occupying German forces, and 
all these documents would have to be closely scrutinized. 

Once this task was concluded the job of verbal inter- 
rogation began. The suspects were weeded out from the 
obviously genuine and were held for detailed examina- 
tion. 

These processes might take a week during which time 
all refugees were held incommunicado. They were not 
allowed to receive letters or get in touch with the outside 
world until they had been cleared officially by the Coun- 


_ ter-Intelligence. Then they were sent to the immigration 


officer and, after he had issued them the various permits 
and identity cards, they were officially permitted to 
“land” in England. Any doubtful refugees—and the num- 
ber included several genuine people who were unlucky 
not to have any corroborative evidence to their testi- 
mony—were kept on one side still under guard. There was 
a most efficient Central Register which contained details 
of all refugees who had arrived. Often it was possible to 
check a genuine refugee’s story through the Central 
Register and, perhaps, locate a previous arrival who 
could vouch for the doubtful one’s bona fides. 
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This improvised method of screening refugees went | 
until April 1941, when a colleague ae I a given the : 

task of organizing a special center which became known 
as the Royal Victoria Patriotic School. It was at Clapham. 


_ Guided by the experience gained bitterly through man 
days and nights of handling refugees K the temporary 


centers, my colleagues and I managed to found an effi- 
cient system through which all refugees passed with the 
least personal inconvenience to themselves and the tight- 
est security to us. In addition the spate of refugees had 


now slowed down to a steady stream, and as the num- 


bers of examiners were continually increasing, we were 
thus able to devote more time and attention to each one. 
From April, 1941, until October, 1942, when I was trans- 
ferred to the Dutch Counter-Intelligence Service, I 
worked exclusively at this institution as head of the 
examiners. During that time I saw the staff of examiners 


-increase from five to a total of thirty-two. 


There is no doubt in my mind that during the first 
hectic six months or so after the evacuation from Dun- 


kirk some spies could have passed, and probably did pass, 
‘undetected through our screen. It was impossible in the 


confusion and without sufficient numbers of trained 
interrogators to ensure that every suspicious refugee was 
put aside. The numbers arriving were too many and the 
time available for their scrutiny too short to get one 
hundred per cent results. 

Screening refugees in London was not the end of my 
Activities in the days after Dunkirk. After the fall of 


France the coast of Europe was sealed off by the Ger- 


mans apart from the tiny strip of Portugal. The only 
Official port of entry into Britain then was Lisbon. Ships 
from Lisbon called in regularly at Liverpool and Glas- 
gow while sea planes from the same place arrived twice 
a@ week at Poole near Bournemouth and land planes at 
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Whitchurch near Bristol. In addition to my duties in 
London I was given the task of taking a team of ex- 
-aminers to each of these four places in turn to check all 
incoming arrivals, both British and foreign. It involved 
many hours of travel up and down the country and I 
believe I was the only Counter-Intelligence agent to be 
kept permanently on this job until all my energies had 
to be devoted to the Royal Victoria Patriotic School at 
Clapham, to which all arrivals by plane and ship were 
then sent for examination. 

This then was the background from which the follow- 
ing true stories I have to tell emerged. Compared to the 
1914 war when all German spies had been located and 
were quickly rounded up and in which no refugees fled 
from the Continent, the job of Counter-Intelligence was 
a difficult one, carried out in difficult circumstances. Just 
as the B.E.F. was unprepared for the German Panzer 
assault of May, 1940, so was Counter-Intelligence un- 
prepared for the flood of refugees that swept into the 

system. And just as the Army had to regroup and learn 
to beat the Germans at their own national sport, so also 
had Counter-Intelligence to train itself from its hard- 
won experience. But with the difference that every mis- 
take might be a big one with far-reaching consequences. 
For the past five years I have been daily expecting to see 
the publication in Germany of a book entitled The Years 
I Spent Spying in England, by some German who spent 
' five happy, and to himself profitable, years in this coun- 
try from 1940 to 1945. So far it has not appeared but I 
` would not be surprised if it did. Unless the potential 
writer is still under commission and has not yet come 
above ground? 


APPENDIX TO CHAPTER I 


NOTES ON EXAMINATION 


I. Examination or Property 


We can never put enough emphasis on the vital impor- 


tance of a very thorough examination of the property of 


Hy 
Te 
K 
y 
i 
y 


_ explanation asked for at the end of the 


arrivals. 


Before seeing the arrival himself, his property must be ex- 


"amined with minute care and special attention paid to the 


contents of pocketbooks, diaries, notebooks, and every scrap 
of writing the man has brought with him. 

Any tiny piece of paper, such as a crumpled-up piece of 
cigarette paper, should be carefully examined. 

Anything cryptical should be carefully put aside and an 

Ge interrogation. 

All addresses should be noted and an explanation asked for 
when interrogating. 

If there are any books in the property, special attention 
should be given to the fly leaves and if they are in paper 
Wrappers, the wrappers should be taken off. If the corner of 
any page should be turned down, that page should be spe- 
cially examined, for either marks or any pin pricks. 

If there are any dictionaries, turn up the pages on which 


_ €ach new letter starts, and see if there is any marking above 
_ or under the new index letter. 


Matchboxes should be emptied and examined inside. 
Any chemical compound, whether some patent medicine 


_ in tablet form or powders, must be inquired into. 


Keep a special watch for pieces of cotton wool and 
wooden toothpicks or orange sticks in pocketbooks. 

Be especially careful with sheets of carbon paper that have 
been used, also with sheets of used blotting paper; they may 
at some future time supply vital evidence. 
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IL. First INTERROGATION 


(a) General 

The first interrogation of any arrival should be not so 
much an interrogation as the taking of a complete statement 
in detail by the examinee. DE 

This interrogation should in all cases be conducted with 
complete courtesy; and at no time should the examiner ex- 

ress by word or mien, any doubt, surprise, or any other 
human emotion, except perhaps admiration. 

»Obvious lying or bragging should be encouraged, not 
squashed. 

Contradictions should not be pointed out. 

If the examinee is one of a party and others of that party 
have, during their first P Pe made statements which 
are at variance with those of the present examinee, never 
point out such discrepancies during the first interrogation. 

The morè doubtful or suspicious a story is, the more the 
examiner should appear to accept it without any hesitation. 
No questions or remarks of any kind whatsoever should be 
made by the examiner which might put the examinee on his 
guard and lead him to realize that his story is disbelieved. 

If, at the finish of his statement, you feel reasonably cer- 
tain that the story is genuine and that you have to deal with 
a more or less routine case, you can then begin your cross- 
examination and put any questions you may think necessary 
to elucidate and complete the story. If, after these elucida- 
tions, you are convinced that the examinee is quite all right 
and that no second interrogation is necessary, you can then 


` make a definite recommendation for release. 


If, however, you have any doubt on any point of the story, 
the finish of the statement should at the same time be the 
finish of the first interrogation. 

(b) Report ` KEN 

At the beginning of your report, besides the standardized 
items which have already been laid down, always also in- 
clude: 

(1) the religion of the subject; 
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(2) whether he ever belonged to any political party or 
union and if so, to which; E TR PAT 
(3) languages and proficiency in same. 

Art the end of the story, do not begin your recommenda- 
tion with the phrase that the man makes a good or bad 
“impression.” 

Impressions are fatal. 

You may take it for granted that the really clever spy will 
make an excellent impression. ; 

One of the world’s most famous criminologists once stated 
that the person who had made the best impression on him 
had been a woman who had poisoned her children for the | 

- insurance money, and the one who had made the worst im- 

Sta on him had been a famous philanthropist and re- 
ormer. 

w pon are not satisfied with the story, do not come to a 
conclusive conclusion. 

Specify your doubts and objections, stating your opinion, 
and if you have a logical explanation which would fit all the 

facts, give it in detail and recommend holding for further 
_ interrogation. If you have not, ask for another opinion. 

| _ Look-ups should be asked for immediately after the first 
_ interrogation by the examiner himself. It is important not to 
| Waste any time in doing so as the results of those look-ups 
_ are usually of the greatest help if they are in by the time 
_ the second interrogation is held. 


| Til. SECOND INTERROGATION 


__ Before commencing a second interrogation, if the man has 
| been examined for the first time by some other examiner, 
f begin by very carefully studying the report of the first in- 
_ terrogation. 
| In doing so, however, you must be constantly on your 
guard against the effects of suggestion, whether ‘intentional 
or unconscious, 

When the facts of a case are set forth by an examiner, they 
are nearly always presented, consciously or unconsciously, 
in terms of inference. 
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„Certain facts, which appear to the first examiner to be 
vital, are recorded with emphasis and in detail, while other 
facts which he considered to be subordinate or trivial have 
been partially suppressed. 

This assessment of evidential value given by the first ex- 
aminer should never be accepted by. the second. 

The whole case must be considered, and each fact weighed 
mh and you may find that it will turn out that the 
leading factor in the case is one that has been almost passed 
over by the first examiner because he considered it to be 
practically negligible. 

It pays sometimes to lose ‘your temper artificially; NEVER 
really lose it, 

Any critical points should nor be approached gradually. 

The surprise question or statement is to the examinee what 
the ambush is to the soldier on the field. 

Moreover, wherever possible, this surprise attack should 
not consist of a question but of a statement. 

For instance, if you have good reason to believe that the 
man has been in touch with the German consul in a certain 
town, do not ask him: “Did you ever visit the German con- 
sulate there?” Say instead: “What was the date of your last 
Visit to the German consulate there?” 

Such a vital question, or better still, implied vital statement, 
should be made abruptly, apropos of nothing; watch the re- 
action of your subject’s Adam’s apple and eyelids, 

If there are several doubtful and important points in his 
story, it is advisable not to deal with them one after the 
other, but to stagger the cross-examination, frequently shift- 
ing, without warning, from one point to the other. 

Before starting your cross-examination, make a thorough 
psychological effort in order to sum up your subject and treat 


him accordingly. 


You can break some men by bullying, on others this has 
the reverse effect. 

Decide beforehand whether you are likely to obtain results 
with the subject you are dealing with, either by bullying, by 
sarcasm, by cold and impassive treatment, or by sympathy 
and by working on his emotions, 


The Story within a Story 

In many recommendations in first reports, you may find 
that the first examiner recommends holding the man until a 
certain point or points in his story, which are either im- 
probable or perhaps even impossible, are cleared up. 

In all such cases, you must be strongly on your guard 
against what I call, for want of a better term, “the story 


_ within the story.” 


The author of any story to be told by an agent on arrival 
in enemy country will, if he knows his business, always in- 
clude this story within the story “just in case.” 

I shall endeavor to give an instance of what I mean: 

A sailor is under interrogation. He tells a story of an es- 
cape from occupied territory, where for eight months he 


_ had been doing nothing because he refused to sail for the 


Germans and had only been trying to help some secret 
Organization in arranging sabotage, etc. He then escaped 
and came here via Spain and Portugal. 

The story, in itself, sounds feasible and is told with great 


‘assurance and self-possession, and the man makes “an ex- 


cellent impression.” ae 
The strange part of the case, however (and this is the 
reason for the second interrogation), is that this unemployed 


_ Sailor has come over with fifty pounds in English currency 


and two hundred American dollars. : 
How is it that an unemployed sailor has got all this 
money? : 
His original reply to this question has been that this 
money constitutes his savings. ‘ 
The first examiner, very rightly, does not believe this and 


_his recommendation is to hold the man until this point is 
_ elucidated. 


This is where the story within the story comes in. 

After a considerable amount of pressure and great hesita- 
tion, the man says at last, “Well, sir, it is no use trying to 
deceive you any more; I will tell you the truth. I am a thief.” 

He then goes on to describe at great length and in full de- 
tail, how he robbed a woman who had offered him hospitality 
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for the night, of her jewelry and how he had disposed of 
same in the black market. 

It is a psychological fact that we are apt to accept as true 
any statement anybody makes against himself, and if the 
examiner accepts this story, the doubtful point in Report 

_No. 1 is elucidated and, as we are concerned with security 
only, the case ceases to be of interest and the man may be 
released. © 

A good author of stories for people being sent out will 
never make his man perfect. 

There will always be a story within the story, in the back- 
ground, very much against the character of the man, in order 
to have it accepted if and when it has to come out, and he 

will be either a thief, a murderer, a souteneur, just for such 
cases as the instance I have given. 

It is against this story within the story that we have to be 
strongly on our guard; if after a great effort you think you 
have been successful in breaking a man and he then tells you 
an item detrimental to himself of this kind, do not accept it 
as a final solution of the case. On the contrary, register him 
as a definite suspect. 

F. Jackson 


5.9.42 


‘CHAPTER II 


i 

| f The Thirteenth Man 

| A t 
' ; 1 


Ix was the first week of September, 1940. Four 
‘months earlier the last remnants of the British Expedi- 
tionary Force had been evacuated from Dunkirk, leaving 
| the German Wehrmacht on the edge of the Channel. On 
a clear day their soldiers, lustily singing their favorite 
' song, “Marching against England,” could see the misty 
‘outlines of the coveted prize across that narrow strip of 
‘water, narrow enough for a good swimmer to cross. 
Only one gigantic stride was required, it seemed, for the 
all-conquering Wehrmacht with its crack Panzer troops, 
s elf-propelled guns and Stuka dive bombers to snatch the 
one plum that remained beyond its grasp. Hitler himself 
had supervised the drawing up of his favorite plan—the 
‘invasion of England—under the code name of “Oper- 
ation Sealion.” 
_ Air reconnaissance and information from our secret 
agents on the Continent confirmed the possibilities. Flo- 
tillas of barges and small ships were moving into position 
valong the coast between Ostend and Le Havre. One hun- 
‘dred sixty bomber aircraft were transferred from Nor- 
| way to the Channel area. Short-range dive bombers were 
|T spotted on the forward airfields in the Pas de Calais. As 
Mr. Winston Churchill later wrote in Volume II of his 
“great memoirs: “Moon and tide conditions between the 
7) 8th and the 10th (of September) were favourable for 
invasion on the South-East Coast. ... The Chiefs of Staff 
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concluded that the possibility of invasion had become 


_ imminent.” 


I had spent the night on duty in my office. Dawn was 
breaking as I rose, stretched myself and yawned, then 
went off to shave. I had just returned when a young in- 
telligence officer rushed into the room. He was obviously 
excited. 

“A message for you, sir,” he blurted out. 

I took the message and held it up to the rae light from 
; the window. The code signature showed that it came 
from one of our most trusted and resolute agents, who 
had been left on the Continent to spy for us. The message 
read: “U-boat departs Zeebrugge tonight 2130 hours 
carrying 4 spies instructed Jand England before daylight 
south coast map reference 432925 these men carefully 
selected and trained for special mission regarding German 
Operation Sealion.” 

I looked up at the excited young man and smiled. “This 
means business,” I said. “Come on, let’s get to work.” 


We consulted a large-scale map of the south coast. i 
There was the spot indicated by the map reference and it |1 


had obviously been chosen with care. It was a small se- 
cluded cove, and behind it the steep cliffs stood almost 
sheer, providing cover from inquisitive eyes. But if they 
would serve to keep the casual observer out they might as 
easily serve to keep the silent invader in. Manned by reso- 
lute watchers, these cliffs could be a death trap for the 
four spies. The cove was crescent-shaped and far from 
any village, or even house, if the map were correct. It was 
wide open to the sea, but there was only one ezit on the 
land side. 
I smoked a cigarette while I ran over the simple plan 
that was forming in my mind. Then I conferred with the 
Field Security officer, a captain, who had already been 
detailed to work with me. 
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“This is how I see it,” I said. “The plan is simple, but 
on a dark night the more simple it is the less likelihood of 
things going wrong. All we need do is to place men ‘at 
short intervals along the foot of the cliffs—you see on the 

map how the beach is funnel-shaped?—and you and I will 

post ourselves at the neck of the funnel—here. This little 
path—or track—is the only exit from the beach, short of 

Scaling the cliffs. To go right ashore these four spies have 

_ got to get past us.” 

“How many men will you require, sir?” he asked. 

“Let us say a dozen. And have them change into civilian 

clothes, less conspicuous.” 

| “Armed, of course, sir?” 

__ Yes, of course. But on no account are they to open 

fire without my orders. That must be strictly understood. 

! We want to get these men alive.” 

$. 


1, 
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r 
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f 
“Yes, sir.” 


4 eee must all carry flashlights. We can work out a 
Series of signals before we leave. Any more questions?” 


E “No, sir.” 
_ “Right. We must be in position by midnight. Have 
your men ready to leave by seven o’clock. That should 
give us ample time to drive there in comfort.” 
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It was growing dusk as we drove along the Great West 
‘Road and gradually darkness blotted out the countryside. 
The blackout on all sides and the feeble beams from our 
“shuttered headlamps gave us the eerie sensation of mov- 
“ing through a strange fourth dimension. The moon had 
_ hot risen and we felt like ants in a bottle of ink with the 
Cap screwed on. I was chain smoking. Being a heavy 
smoker, I knew the’ coming torment of perhaps six hours 
| without being able to light up in case the glow of the 
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cigarette end betrayed our position. I was trying to build flashlight. There were no questions and, one by one, we 
E y P trying Ki q Y 


up a reserve of the nicotine content in my blood stream 
and in the darkness smiled at this fantasy. From time to 
_ time I glanced at the luminous dial of my watch. We 
were making good progress and at this rate would easily 
be in position by the appointed hour. 


threaded our way down the narrow cliff path in silence 
save the occasional muttered curse as someone tripped 
over an obstruction. At the foot of the cliff the captain 
and I watched the men disappear into the darkness on 
either side of the cliff path. We stood together at the 
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As I peered out into the blackness of the passing coun- 
tryside, a strange fancy seized me. In my mind's eye I 
could see the outlines of the map fifty miles on either side 
of the English coast. Two lines were converging, one 
from the land and one from the sea, on that lonely funnel- 
shaped cove. But the lines of the cliff edge which I had | 
memorized were no longer funnel-shaped in my imagina- 


junction of the beach with the path, the neck of the “fun- 
nel.” We could hear the quiet crunching of the men’s 
footsteps on the sand as they crept into position and then 
silence. 

Silence—except for the monotonous ripple of the tide 
on the beach and the sucking noise it made on the ebb. 
Ripple and suck, ripple and suck, as it had done from 
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tion. They had become the jaws of a trap. Once we were 
in position the trap would be ready for springing. I 


thought for a while of the four spies at this moment hud- f 


dled in the U-boat that was nosing its way toward the 

English coast. What kind of men were they? Fanatic 

patriots taking the supreme risk for their country? Or 

_ trained men carrying out orders instinctively? And then 

I thought of our Field Security fellows who would man 
the trap. It suddenly occurred to me that the captain and 
his men were thirteen in number. Was this to be an un- 
lucky omen? 
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We reached the cliffs at the back of the cove on the 
stroke of midnight. I quickly ran through the orders 
with the twelve men and their captain huddled round me, 
dark, unrecognizable shapes against the dark countryside. 
Man the foot of the cliffs at equal distances apart, no 
talking, no smoking, above all, no shooting except in 
absolute self-defense. The signal if any spy came within 
tackling distance—three short flashes from the nearest 
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time immemorial. Tonight the time seemed immemorial 
and the minutes crawled away. After what felt like a 
whole night of waiting I was surprised to hear a distant 
clock in a village church chime the hour of one. Only 
one o'clock! I turned up my greatcoat collar, plunged 
my hands deeper in my pockets and hunched up m 

shoulders against the damp cold of the beach. I ached 


with all my being for a cigarette. Once when my hand — 


brushed against the packet, I was sorely tempted. But no! 
the flicker of a match and the red glow of the cigarette 
end would have been seen miles. off to sea, especially if, 
as I suspected, keen eyes were already scanning the shore 
through binoculars. $ ; 
Two o'clock crept toward us, arrived and then re- 


. ceded as slowly. Then three o’clock. I checked my watch 


with the village church chimes at three o’clock and, what 
might have been half an hour later, glanced at it again. 
Only five past three. I held it to my ear but it ticked 
away steadily. I was too fast in my impatience, not the 
watch too slow. 

It was nearly four o’clock. I turned to the captain and 
whispered, “I wish to God the blighters would . . .” 
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Suddenly I saw flashes—one, two, three short jabs of 
light against the black cliff side. Another torch flashed 
Out, and then another and another. A prowling figure was 
silhouetted against the shifting beams. As two other 
flashlights cut beams into the darkness, a second and a 
third figure eould be observed, immobilized by surprise. 
A light went out suddenly and I could hear the sound 
of a scuffle. The ring of torchlight closed in and there 
_ Was a moment of confusion, of shouting and boots plung- 
ing in the soft sand. The captain and I rushed to the cen- 
ter of the confusion and as we arrived, order returned. 
There were our twelve men triumphant with their dum- 
founded and dejected captives. As I had the prisoners 
lined ay I thought to myself, “It is almost too easy.” I 
counted them, one, two, three. It had been too easy. The 
fourth man was missing. 
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I was certain in my own mind that the message had 
been correct in mentioning four men. A spy who risks 
his life in getting a vitally important radio message out of 
enemy-held territory makes sure that his details are right. 
Four men, the message had said, and four men there were 

poing to be. But now that the element of surprise was 
` lost, finding the fourth man would be almost impossible 

before daylight. He could be lying up somewhere be- 
tween the sea and the cliffs and only the luckiest beam 
from a torch or the accident of actually stumbling over 
him would betray his hiding place. So far we had made 
- 4 satisfactory haul but our night’s work would be ruined 
if we allowed one man to slip through our fingers. The 
fact that we had not caught him at ne first opportuni 
Ay meant that he was the most dangerous and cool- 
eaded of the bunch. He could do uncalculable damage, 
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perhaps ruin our chances of defeating the invasion that - 


seemed imminent. There was one reassuring factor. He 
must still be on the beach. The cliff path had been 
guarded throughout and that was the only exit. 

I turned to the Field Security captain. “Well, there’s 
only one thing for it. We’ll have to stick here until day- 


light and pick him up then. In the meantime, let’s see i 


what we have hooked.” 
The three men were searched. My admiration for Ger- 


man thoroughness rose by a few degrees. Each of the 


prisoners was well-dressed in an English suit obviously 
cut by an English tailor and carrying a well-known Lon- 
don tailor’s label. They had plenty of English money in 
notes of small denomination. They even had the roper 
identity cards, colored gray for aliens and duly filled in 
and stamped. Each one carried a compact but powerful 
radio transmitter. 

I ordered the three to be moved sufficiently far apart 
to be out of earshot of each other and then began to 
question them. The first two I interrogated were Ger- 
mans, named Waldberg and Meyer. Like many Germans, 
although resolute under fire, they offered little resistance 
when they knew the game was up. They answered all 
my questions sullenly but in detail. : 

Before I had spoken to the third man, he broke out in 
English with, “Could I have a word with you, please, 
sir?” In surprise I flashed a light in his face. He stood 
there blinking. I studied him. His accent was marked but 
it was not a German accent. He was obviously frightened. 

“Well?” I said. 

And then the story came tumbling out. He was not a 
German but a Dutchman. He was not really a spy; in 
fact he was glad to be caught so soon. It saved him the 
trouble of giving himself up at the nearest police station 
he could find. He had been too smart for the Germans. He 
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had fooled them into thinking he wanted to be a spy in 
England, when all the time his one aim was to get over to 
England and enlist on the side of the Allies. He gave an 
ingratiating grin as he ended. i 

It was not the first time I had heard this kind of story 
but my disgust did not grow less. I can admire an honest 
spy who risks his life and accepts the consequence of cap- 
ture with courage. But this glib cowardice was only con- 
temptible. To save his own skin the man would cheerfull 
betray his comrades. He might, nevertheless, be useful to 
US. 

“All right, you say you are on our side. How many of 
you came ashore tonight?” __ 

“Four, sir.” ~ 

. “You are absolutely certain there were four of vou.” 

“Ves, sir. Myself, aldberg, Meyer and Van der Kie- 
boom, sir. That makes the four.” 

“Van der Kieboom. That’s not a German name.” 

“No, sir. He is Dutch—like me.” 

So that was established. There really had been four and 
the message was correct. But where was Van der Kie- 
boom? Perhaps daylight would tell. 
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And so our vigil continued. Five o’clock and then six 
o’clock came and went. At last, when the night seemed 
never ending, a streak of pale light showed on the ho- 
rizon and crept across the still sea toward us. Soon it was 
possible to distinguish rocks from men and a quarter of 
an hour later there was enough light to begin the last 
search. 

Our men fanned out in a line and, starting from one 
end of the beach, slowly paced toward the other. There 
was gorse and undergrowth, thorny bushes and sand hol- 
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lows, but every inch of the ground was searched in the 


_ half light before the dawn. The Field Security captain 


and I stood back and watched them gradually making 


their way forward, bending down under every bush, 


moving all objects that might afford cover. They were 
a third of the way along the beach, then halfway, then 
three-quarters. And then they converged at the far end 
empty-handed. There was no trace of Van der Kieboom. 

I swore out loud, then shouted to them to retrace their 
steps. The line fanned out again as they returned toward 
us, searching the ground as meticulously as before. This 
was fantastic. Van der Kieboom had to be on the beach. 


Wild thoughts flashed through my mind. Could he have 


swum back to the U-boat when he heard his comrades 
captured? But no, there had been no sound of splashing 
from the sea except the ripple and suck of the monoto- 
nous tide. Could he have scaled the cliffs? A glance upward 
assured me that not even a mountain goat could have 
ascended in the dark without at least dislodging stones 
and boulders to give its position away. So Van der Kie- 
boom must still be on the beach. But where? 

I clenched my fists in my exasperation and watched the 
approaching line of searchers. It was light enough to 
see the white blur of each face but not to recognize the 
owner. I looked along the line from right to left and then 


back again. Suddenly the solution hit me and I laughed ` | 


aloud. “Clever devil,” I said. i 

The captain looked startled. “What’s the matter, sir?” 

“What a clever devil,” I repeated and then raised m 
voice. “All right, you men, halt where you are.” They 
halted. I turned to the captain. “Will you come with me? 
Pm going to introduce you to our friend.” 

The captain and I strolled along the line of searchers, 
pausing long enough to recognize each one. Eight, nine, 
ten. We were nearing the end of the line. Eleven, twelve 
and—we halted and I put a hand on the last man’s shoul- 
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der. “Good morning, Van der Kieboom,” I said. He was 
the thirteenth man. 
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In the half a and the confusion he might have got 
‘away with it, if we had decided to call the search off. He 
could have brought up the rear of the party climbing the 
cliff path and then lain low until the cars departed. He 
was,a clever, resolute man. 

If it had not been for the fact that exactly twelve men 
were chosen for the job and my superstitiousness had 
caused me to remember this, I should not have counted 
them mentally as they patie in line through the 
gray dawn light. On ‘such slender threads does a man’s 
life hang. 

Van der Kieboom, Meyer and Waldberg were tried, 
Sentenced to death and executed. It was the only case in 
the Second World War where trial and execution of 


| three spies simultaneously were carried out. The fourth 


man, who had turned ing’s evidence, was kept in an 
English prison until the end of the war and was then 
transferred to a Dutch prison. I have never heard what 
happened to him after that. 
an der Kieboom fought hard at his trial to save his 
life. He made the passionate plea that he was a mis- 
guided youth, led astray against his better judgment. He 
asked for one more chance—to enlist in the service of the 
_ Allies and be sent to the front line, where a soldier’s 
death might retrieve his honor in the eyes of the world, 
of his country and of his mother. But his plea was in 
vain. 
He was a convinced and fanatical Nazi. In his last let- 
ter written to his mother on the eve of his execution he 
begged her forgiveness for the pain and sorrow his death 
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would cause her. “If only you hadn’t known, Mother,” 
he wrote, “then I would be the happiest and proudest of 
men in dying for the Great Cause and my Führer.” In 
the will he drew up at the same time he directed his 
mother to sell his property, his camera and binoculars and 
all his prized possessions, and forward the proceeds to 
the German Red Cross if it were possible. 

Yes, he was a fanatical Nazi and paid the supreme 
penalty. But he was also a cool and resourceful man who 
was captured only because one of the search party hap- 
pened to be superstitious. 
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CHAPTER IV 


The Spy Who Was Too Thorough 


| 1 


Mosr Germans have a mania for Griindlichkeit, 
which can be translated as “thoroughness” or, more 
loosely, “the art of taking pains.” The saying goes that 
this is equivalent to genius, but in my experience it has 
occasionally caused a man’s death if it is carried to ex- 
cess. Here is a case where thoroughness went too far. 

Alphons Louis Eugene Timmermans was a Belgian, 
aged thirty-seven and unmarried. He was a merchant sea- 
man and looked a typical sailor. A bluff, straightforward 
kind of man, with blue eyes and fair, unruly hair. Neatly 
dressed, capable with his hands, not very intelligent but 
with plenty of common sense. You could meet a hundred 
more like him in any seaport in the world. 

His story was no more unusual in those stirring times 
than his a After the Germans occupied Bel- 
gium he had decided to make his way to England and join 
the Free Belgian Merchant Navy, then centered on the 
port of Brixham. He had traveled alone through Occu- 


pied France into the Vichy Zone and, moving always 


southward, reached the Pyrenees. Being able to look after 


„himself, as any good sailor usually can, he managed to 


get across the mountain barrier into Spain, where for his 
pains he was flung into jail. He spent several months in a 
filthy cell in Barcelona until the Belgian consulate, after 
making energetic efforts on his behalf, managed to effect 
his release. From Barcelona he was sent to Lisbon in Por- 
tugal where the Belgian consulate there added his name 
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_ to the lengthening list of refugees awaiting passage ton. 


England. Timmermans, young, strong and able to do 
work of national importance, was given some priority. 
He reached England in April, 1942, and was sent to the 
Royal Victoria Patriotic School at Clapham for formal 
clearance. 

Being a Belgian and apparently quite a straightforward 
case, Timmermans was assigned to a Belgian security of- 
ficer, who happened to be one of my pupils. Up to this 

oint I had not been personally associated with his case. 
bee busy at the time with a stubborn Spanish Fa- 
langist who was troublesome enough. Clearing Timmer- 
mans appeared to be a matter of routine, and in any case 
the Belgian security officer, being keen, intelligent and 
hard working, was perfectly capable of dealing with mat- 
ters of this nature. 

As mentioned earlier, at the Royal Victoria Patriotic 


| - School we stressed the importance of searching with the 


utmost care all luggage and personal belongings brought 
in by refugees. This was usually done after they had made 
their preliminary statements and before they were given’ 
a detailed interrogation, which might well be based on 
clues picked up from the search of their effects. Even the 
completely innocent might carry, unknown to them- 
selves, picture postcards, local newspapers and scraps of 
paper which would yield interesting information to the 
trained searcher. And the guilty, who came with the pur- 
pose of spying, would need to bring the means of com- 
municating the intelligence they obtained. It would be 
unlikely, of course, that a spy would openly carry a 
radio transmitter as part of his luggage but he might 
have hidden away some smaller object, like the micro- 
camera already mentioned. Furthermore, few spies had 
memories VRay retentive to carry the names and 
addresses, often in a language unfamiliar to them, to 
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which they would have to transmit the information they 
` picked up. 
The Royal Victoria Patriotic School contained a large 
room which was empty of furniture except for a lon 
bare table with chairs drawn up on either side of it. We 
called it “the lumber room.” Every morning examiners 
_ would sit at the table with the belongings of their 
“clients” spread in front of them. They would examine, 
sometimes under a powerful magnifying glass, the suit- 
cases, briefcases, wallets, pocketbooks, correspondence, 
fountain pens, spectacle cases, tobacco pouches, cigarette 
cases, bunches of keys and all the other paraphernalia 
carried by the refugees. Once passed, the articles would 
be pushed to one side. The room used to look like a cross 
ren a customs examination and the vicarage jumble 
sale. 
On this bright April morning with the sun shining on 
the gay flowers tossing in the garden outside, I happened 
to be sitting at the long table next to the Belgian security 
officer who was conducting the Timmermans case. I was 
deep in thought, studying the belongings of my stubborn 
Spaniard, when the Belgian turned to me and said, “What 
do you make of this, sir?” 
I frowned at having my concentration broken and 
. looked up. He had been systematically emptying the 
compartments in a shabby, black wallet and had taken out 
a small envelope. As he held it open, I could see it con- 
tained a whitish powder. I was annoyed and spoke 
abruptly. “How: the hell should I know? T'm not a walk- 
ing laboratory. Send it for analysis and ask for a rush 
report.” 
___ I turned back to my own work and went on looking at 

the Spaniard’s belongings. A minute or two went by and 
then a timid voice at my elbow asked, “I’m very sorry, 
sir, but could I interrupt you again?” 
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I swung round, about to deliver a lecture to young in- _ 
competents who could not get on with their own work 
and let their seniors get on with theirs. And then I saw 
what he was holding up in his hand. It was a small bunch 
of orange sticks, such as women use for pushing back the 
cuticle around their fingernails. 

“Good God!” I exclaimed. 

“What’s the matter, sir?” 

“Matter—nothing’s the matter. Go on now, show me 
the cotton wool.” — 

“Cotton wool?” It was his turn to be amazed. The look 
that flashed across his face betrayed his suspicion that one 
of us had suddenly taken leave of his senses—and that one 
was not himself. Nevertheless, he carried out the order 
and dutifully delved into the next compartment of the 
wallet. He was dumfounded. His groping fingers ulled 
out a wad of cotton wool, about three square inches in 
size. And in that action he sealed the fate of yet another 


German spy. 


2 


Explaining the importance of his discovery, I told him 
to leave the Timmermans case to me and go on with his 
next case. I sat there for a moment, musing on the Gränd- 
lichkeit, the German thoroughness, that had betrayed 
Timmermans. Whoever had briefed him for his trip to | 
England had covered every detail, even the most minute 
and insignificant. But in so doing that spymaster, who 
we learned afterward stayed at the boarding house of 
the notorious “Aunt Seele” in Lisbon, had given the tyro 
away just as effectively as if he had written to Counter- 
Intelligence in advance and warned them of Timmerman s 
arrival. He had armed him with the three essentials for 
invisible writing, pyramidon powder to be dissolved in 
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‘a _ a mixture of water and alcohol, orange sticks as writing 


instruments and cotton wool to wrap round the point of 
the stick and thus avoid telltale scratches on the surface 
of the paper. The pity of it all, from Timmermans’ point 
of view, was that he could have bought any or all of the 
three essentials at any chemist’s shop in England without 
a question being asked. Now, because his mentor had 
been too thorough, he was going to have some explaining 
to do. 
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I knew, however, that it was one thing to realize his 
guilt and another to get him to admit it. There had to be 
| proof that would stand up in a court of law. His head 
was inside the noose but it was not yet pulled tight. 

I went back to my room and rang for my secretary. I 
asked her to type out a list of every item of Timmer- 
mans’ property, omitting nothing however negligible 
it might appear. Before long the typed list lay on my desk 
and among the other items the three important ones 

were clearly included: 
one envelope, as J powder 

one bunch of orange sticks 

one piece of cotton wool. 
I had to get Timmermans to admit that these three 
items belonged to him. In my experience it had occasion- 
ally happened—in fact it once happened to me—that a 


_ guilty man had sworn that incriminating evidence had 


been ips on him by his interrogators. With no actual 
proof to the contrary, his story had been upheld by the 

judge and he had gone free. I had learned my lesson. It 
was not going to happen twice to me, if I could avoid 
it. I sent for Timmermans. 

He came into the room with his slightly rolling walk 
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and sat down, when invited to do so. He looked straight 
into my eyes and smiled a shy, but quite unself-conscious 
smile. I smiled back and held out my cigarette case, He 
took a cigarette which I lit for him. He inhaled and sat 
back at his ease. 

“Well, “Timmermans,” I said, in Flemish, “yours is 
luckily a straightforward case. No pet see Nat- 
urally we've checked on your story and find it perfectly 
in order.” 

He smiled again. 

“They tell me you are keen to join the Free Belgian 
Merchant Navy and do your bit,” I went on. 

“Yes, sir—very keen.” His smile was enthusiastic. 

“I was glad to hear that. The Belgian. Merchant Navy 
needs good men like you.” I turned over some papers. 
“Well, there doesn’t seem to be any need to keep you 
longer. Everything’s in order and you'll want to join 


— your fellow countrymen as soon as you can. PII ask the 


immigration officer to land you at once. With any luck 
you'll catch a train for Brixham tonight. How’s that?” 
“That’s splendid, sir. Thank you very much.” His grin 
now spread almost from ear to ear. 
“There’s just one thing,” I added. “Only a formality. 
Here are your belongings.” I pointed to them spread out 


| _ on the desk, “and here is a list of them. It’s the official 


receipt. Would you mind checking each item of your 
property against the list and then, if you're satisfied that 
nothing is missing, perhaps you would sign the receipt. 
Then you can take your property and be on your way.” 

He took the list from me and went through it. “Every- _ 
thing in order, sir,” he said. 

I took out my fountain pen and passed it across the 
table. There was silence in the room except the scratching 
of the pen as Timmermans signed his death warrant. 

He pushed back his chair. “Is that all, sir?” he asked. 
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“Not quite.” Opening his wallet I slowly removed the 
powder, the orange sticks and the cotton wool, linin 
them neatly on the blotting pad. I stared at him the whole 


time. He went pale and the smile faded. One eyelid 


twitched. 

“Before you go, perhaps you will explain why you 
happen to be carrying these particular articles in your 
wallet. Articles that you admit are yours by the list 
you've just signed.” 

He gulped and looked at the list in my hand, almost as 
though he were sizing the distance between us for an op- 
pe cunity to snatch that damning piece of aper away 
rom me. Then he relaxed and the shadow of his former 
smile twisted his lips. 

“Of course I can explain, sir. For a moment you had me 
puzzled but I remember it clearly now. When I was in 
prison at Barcelona—they told you about that, didn’t 
they, sir?—I shared a cell with a Spanish Communist. 
Early one morning the guards came to fetch him away. 
As we heard their footsteps in the corridor outside, he 
passed those three things on to me. Said he’d be shot if 
they were found on him, He asked me to keep them until 
he came back.” An expressive shrug. “Well, he never 
did come back. I just put those things in my wallet and 
forgot all about them until this minute. Honest, sir.” 

I hid my admiration for this quick reply and just looked 
at him. There was only one way to break him down, I 
thought. I tried it. I smiled, like a man beginning to see a 
_ good joke, and the smile broadened. My shoulders shook 
as if I were suppressing my laughter and then a chuckle 
broke out, followed by another and another. I flung my 
head back and roared with mirth until I was red in the 
face and the tears streamed from my eyes. Nothing in 
life, it seemed, was as funny as this exquisite joke. 
‘Timmermans sat rigid with teeth clenched. A vein on 
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his forehead throbbed and his knuckles showed as white 
blotches. Then he began to tremble as my shrieks of 
laughter rang out. At last he broke. Pressing his palms 
ae his ears, he sprang up, shouting and cursing, 
pleading with me to stop my insane laughter. “TIl tell you 
everything,” he screamed, “but for God’s sake stop laugh- 
in: 3? 


Two hours later, having been warned that anything he 
said would be taken down and might be used as evidence, 
he had dictated and signed a complete confession which, 


-neatly typed, lay on my desk. 


He was hanged at Wandsworth Prison on July 7, 1942, 
a victim of Griindlichkeit. 
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CHAPTER V 


The Phantom Refugees 
1 


=n 


A 


Tr all started in Soho, that strange area northeast 
of Piccadilly Circus where one can usually find the best 
food and the worst criminals in London. Two police 
constables on their beat late one night happened to stop 
three odd-looking men who were begging and, following 
the usual wartime routine, asked to see their identity 
cards. They had no identity cards. The three beggars 
could only T French and the policemen could only 
speak English. With the ponderous courtesy associated 
with British law and order, the policemen suggested that 
the three should accompany them to Cannon Row Police 
Station. They “went quie ye” 

The inspector on duty there knew enough French to 
interrogate the three men after a fashion. The story which 
he pieced together was a disturbing one. It was then the 
late summer of 1941, and although Operation Sealion, 
Hitler’s plan for the invasion of England, had not taken 
place the year before, it was still on the cards. Durin 
the breathing space the coastal defenses had been hur- 
-‘iedly organized. Rusty coils of barbed wire sprouted 
_ along the sandy beaches and rocky coves around the 
coast of Britain. Mines had been planted at all obvious 
landing places for vehicles. Concrete road blocks and 
tank traps could be seen along every road capable of 
carrying tanks. General Montgomery, with his great 
victories still before him, but already noted for his per- 
sonality and Spartan methods of training his troops, com- 
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manded the Twelfth Corps in the southeast of England, 
where the first brunt of an invasion might have to be 
borne. All around the shores of Britain there were dawn 
and dusk stand-tos; patrols and lookouts scanned the 
beaches and the sea for signs ofthe coming enemy. 

No wonder then that the police inspector was per- 
turbed by the three men’s story. They claimed to have 


escaped from France a few days earlier in a boat, had — 


landed on the northeast coast of England in broad day- 
light without being spotted and had hitchhiked to Lon- 
don through several prohibited areas, They had not been 
stopped at any road block nor questioned at any time nor 
asked to prove their identity until the two police con- 
stables had halted them a few minutes before. 

Two alternatives came to the inspector’s mind—and 
both were equally disturbing. If the men’s story was true 
then the defenses of Great Britain were in no fit shape to 
stop a German invasion. If the story was untrue, then 
who might these men be? Secret agents or trained Fifth 
Columnists, arriving in advance of the troops to pass in- 
formation back and spread alarm and confusion once the 
guns opened fire? In either case the matter was too big 
for him to handle. He picked up the telephone. 

The news passed quickly to the highest authorities, 
Soon the Home Secretary, the Cabinet and the Prime 


Minister himself, Mr. Winston Churchill, had heard the 


facts. From the top came the orders. The fullest inquiries 
were to be made into the state of the country’s defenses 
and in particular how they could permit these men who 
spoke no English to land at will and wander on their way 
to London without once being noticed or questioned. A 
peremptory order went out to M.J.5 demanding that the 

three men should be most thoroughly investigated. 
This is the point where I entered the story. 
63 


2 


By this time the three men had been transferred from 
Cannon Row Police Station to the Royal Victoria Patri- 
otic School in Trinity Road, Clapham. No doubt the 

olice inspector breathed a sigh of relief to see the back 
of his odd charges, leaving him free to deal with the more 
familiar job of looking after the straightforward crimi- 
nals of London. 

Before starting my interrogation, I closely studied the 
three men. They were an ill-assorted crew. The. first, 
whom I suspected to be the weakest in personality, was 
no more than a boy in his teens. He had soft, downy 
cheeks and downcast eyes and kept on biting his lip as 
though to restrain the tears that were not far from the 
surface. The second was of different caliber, a tare 
square-shouldered man with the build of a wrestler. He 
was swarthy and fe beer! strong but mentally not very 
alert. His eyes flickered continually around the room, 
sliding restlessly across every object and never stopping 
in their quest. I judged him to be a man of considerable 
low cunning but without much initiative. 

The third man was obviously the ringleader. Having 
ee hunted big game and also having been the owner 
of a private zoo in what seemed the far-off days of peace, 
at the first sight of him I thought of the jungle beasts I 
had known well. His movements were supple and easy 
` and he stood before me poised and menacing in his mus- 
cular control. His face was scarred with knife scars and 
_ those other jagged semicircular scars which result from 
the edges of a broken bottle that has been thrust against 
a man’s face and then viciously twisted. One such scar 
lifted his upper lip in a perpetual grimace. There were 
bald patches on his scalp and these too were the work of 
_the knife or the broken bottle. As he stood there, watch- 
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ing me coolly, his personality dominated the trio. The 
others were manifestly in fear of him. They were far 
more impressed by a glance from him than they were by 
the power of officialdom as represented by me. Yes, Mon- 
sieur Magis, which was the name he had given to the po- 
lice inspector, was the man to watch. He told me in 
brief the story of their escape from France and their land- 
ing on the northeast coast, which the other two listened 
to impassively. There would be no opportunity of getting 
the others to speak for themselves while in the presence 
of the ringleader, so I decided to break off the joint in- 
terview and interrogate them individually. 


3 


First of all I sent for the “baby” of the trio, the soft- 
faced young man who had hardly opened his mouth up 
to this point. He was patently nervous when he entered 
the room so that I tried to reassure him by chatting about 
trivialities while he sat down. He continued to twist his 
fingers and glance over his shoulder as though he were 
expecting the formidable Monsieur Magis to pounce on 
him, but gradually he became less restless. 

“Now then,” I said. We were speaking French, the 
only language he seemed to know. “This is really a for- 
mality but I have to ask you various questions—for the 
record. We are most impressed with your gallant and 
successful effort at escaping and we should like to know 
more details. For instance, what time of the day did you 
land? Morning, afternoon, night?” A 

“I think it was about two in the afternoon, sir.” 

“Good. Now what kind of boat did you—er, borrow? A 
sailing boat? Or was it a rowing boat? Or perhaps you 
were lucky enough to find a motor boat?” 
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“Tt was a sailing boat, sir. But it had oars which we 
could use if the wind dropped.” 

“I see. Now what about the spot where you landed? 
Was it a rocky place or was the beach sandy?” 

“Tt was sandy, sir. Sort of sloping.” 

“Well, that made things easier, didn’t it? No risk of 
smashing the boat on the rocks. By the way, what was 
the color of the boat?” 

He hesitated and then said, “Gray, sir.” 

“That’s all I wanted to know. Nothing very frighten- 


ing in that, was there?” 


“No, sir.” He gave me a shy smile and left the room. I 
sat thinking for a moment and then sent for the stocky 
~ strong man with the shifting eyes. 
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_ The next interview followed the same lines. After put- 
ting my visitor at his ease and apologizing for having to 
ask him a few questions, I said casually, “Well, old chap, 
do you remember what time the three of you landed?” 

He went through the motions of remembering, jaw 
clasped in one massive hand and a scowl of concentration 
on his far from handsome features. Then the evasive 
memory returned and his face lit up. “It would be—let me 
see—about nine o'clock in the morning, sir. Judging by 
the sun, that is. The only watch we had was broken.” 

“Thank you. Now how about that petrol for the en- 
gine? This is rather important. If you’ve found out a new 
way of tricking the Gestapo, it may be valuable for help- 
ing other refugees to escape. You see the point? So give 
me the details, will you?” 

“Yes, of course, sir. Glad to help. As it turned out, it 
was easy. This friend of mine in Brittany, he’s a fisher- 
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man. He’d buried a few cans of petrol in hi 
let us dig them up in the night.” P s garden. He 
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H-m, very clever. Now what about the coast you © 


landed on? Anything peculiar about it? Were there cliffs 
or es or was it an ordi beach?” 

“Well, not exactly a beach, sir. There were sand d 
dotted about. The shore line was rather steep and weld 
to climb up it, holding onto trees and bushes. They looked 


like pine trees.” 
t happened to the boat?” 
Oh, we had to let it go. No hope of beaching it, sir.” 
í Well, that’s all the questioning. Oh, by the way, what 

did Pts say the color of the boat was?” 

I thane vue ith d and a smil 

e with a nod and a smile and h 

out of the room. I had given orders for the three of ad 


to be segregated so there was no risk that they would 
compare notes. 


5 


“Come in, Monsieur Magis,” I said. “Si 
wail ee gis,” 1 said. “Sit down and make 
He took me at my word, lolled back, swung one knee 
across the other and looked around with an air of pro- 
prietorship. | 
T have to ask you a few questions,” I said. “A pure 
formality, of course, but you know what officials are 
like, Always filling up forms and reports and passing them 
to and fro.” 
Magis nodded. He knew about officials. 
; Well now, what time was it you landed in England? 
I ll have to put that in my report, you see.” 
Naturally,” said Magis. He tapped one of the many 
scars on his cheek with a forefinger. “It must have been 
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about six o’clock in the late afternoon.” He paused and 
then nodded. “Yes, that’s about it. Six o’clock, within 
half an hour either way.” 

“Thank you. Now I believe you landed on a nasty part 
of the coast, all rocks and so forth. Must have been rather 
tricky, wasn’t it? Any trouble getting ashore?” ; 

“Tt wasn’t pleasant. At one time I thought it was going 
to be hopeless. It looked as though the boat would be 
smashed on the rocks but...” 

“But then you spotted that creek?” 

A momentary look of surprise flashed over Magis’s 

face. 
“Yes, we did. Just our luck. The sea was pretty smooth 
just there and somehow we managed to steer the boat 
into it. We scrambled ashore as best we could but the 
boat—” he shrugged his shoulders. 

“Don’t worry about the boat. There are plenty more of 
them. Show me your hands, please?” 

Magis looked surprised. “My hands, what do you 

mean?” But he held his hands, palms upward, for my 
inspection. 
T shook my head. “I don’t understand it at all. Your 
two friends confirm that the boat had no sail and no 
motor, just a couple of oars. There you were, rowing 
away for four days and four nights, but there’s not a 
single blister on either of your hands. I just don’t under- 
_ stand it.” 

Magis thought fast. “Well, it may seem odd to you, 
sir, but there’s an easy explanation. Feel my hands. 
They’re very hard, you know. I don’t blister easily. Be- 
sides, surely you don’t think I did all the rowing? We 
took it in turns, one after the other, and nobody rowed 
long enough to get tired out. And another thing. Most 
. of the time we didn’t row at all. Just drifted with the cur- 
rent for hours on end. Do you follow now, sir?” 
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I shrugged my shoulders. “That may be the right ex- 
ponon In any case, it’s not important. But what I do 
ail to see is why you didn’t change the color of your 
boat. Weren’t you worried that the Germans would spot 
you from miles away? That bright red boat must have 
stuck out like a sore thumb.” 

“Yes,” admitted Monsieur Magis. “Tt certainly was a 
risk. But we had to take it. There was no time to waste in 
painting the boat. Besides, where would we have got all 
that paint from at short notice?” r 

“Don’t ask me,” I answered. “I was never much of a 
painter.” i 

“Any other questions, sir? I'm always pleased to be at 
your service.” 

“Thank you, Magis. I appreciate that. But that’s all for 
now. Let’s have your two friends along. I’d like a little 
chat with you all together.” 

-A few minutes later the other two men arrived under 
guard. I told them to sit down and stared at them each in 
turn. The “baby” studied the floor and did not dare look 
up. The strong man looked everywhere except into my 
eyes. Only Magis, the ringleader, returned my stare as 
coolly as could be. 

“Well,” I said at last, “I’m looking at three liars. Three 
very foolish, stupid liars. Why, even little boys playing 
truant from schoo! make sure that the details of their ex- 
cuses agree. Yet you big men, so clever and tough, make 
the most childish mistakes. You,” pointing to the young- 
est, “say you landed in England at two in the afternoon. 
But when it comes to your turn,” looking at the shifty- 
eyed man, “the time has mysteriously changed to nine 
in the morning. Whereas you, Magis, arrived at six 
o’clock in the evening. The same boat but it arrived at 
three different tisties. This wonderful boat had another 
magical property—it could change its color like a chame- 
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leon. At one time it was gray, then it became brown and 
when I suggested that it was bright red you, Magis, did 
- mot correct me. Even more miraculous, the boat could 
change its method of propulsion at will. It started life as 
a sailing boat but somewhere on the high seas it acquired 
a petrol engine—just so that you could use the petrol so 
thoughtfully dug up from the garden of your Breton 
fisher friend. Yet you spend the oP rowing hard, Magis, 
although there is not a trace of a blister on your hands. 
Even if one could swallow those stupid and outstanding 
lies, the very seashore changed as each one of you ap- 
poed it. At one moment it was sandy and sloping. 
efore long dunes and pine trees sprang up from no- 
where and when it comes to your turn, Magis, rocks sud- 
denly emerged. What kind of a fool do you take me for, 
gentlemen?” ' 

There was no answer. They sat there stolidly. 

“There is only one obvious explanation,” I went on. 
“There never was a boat or a seashore. However you ar- 
rived in England, of one thing I am certain. You did not 
arrive in the way you have so stupidly described. Now I 
want the truth. How did you get here?” 

There was complete silence. I looked from one to the 
other but they avoided my eyes. Then Magis broke in 
and had the temerity to say that his story was correct in 
every detail. He refused to admit that there were flaws 
in it. What he said was the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth. I could take it or leave it. It didn’t 
matter to him. 

“That’s where you make a big mistake, my friend,” I 
replied. “It does matter to you—very much. In spite of 
your assertions, your stories simply don’t stand up. If you 
are honest men, genuine refugees, why should you tell 
me these trumped-up tales? The implication is that you 
are not genuine. If you are not genuine, why have you 


70 


come here? The answer is simple—you are three spies. Do 
you know what we do to spies that are caught? Earl 
one morning, after they have had a good breakfast, if 
they can manage to swallow it down, we take them for 
a short walk to the scaffold, put a rope around their necks 
~and hang them.” 


I stared at them again, at their faces and their necks. — 


No one said a word. The other two glanced furtively at 
Magis and once the “baby” licked his lips but no one 
broke the silence. They were obviously still more scared 
of Magis than they were of the prospect of being hanged 
as spies. But time and the opportunity to think things 
over might change their perspective. I nodded to the 
guards to take them away. 


6 


Tt is said of boxers that the bigger they are the harder 
they fall. It has often been my experience in interroga- 
tions that the tougher a man appears to be the quicker 
he tends to crack under pressure. The outer shell of the 
supposedly tough man is often more brittle than the soft 
plancy of the apparent weakling. I decided, therefore, 
to concentrate my efforts on Monsieur Magis. I ordered 
him to be removed from the Royal Victoria Patriotic 
School to a more severely disciplined establishment on 
pady military lines which was situated in Chelsea. There 

e was interrogated again and again. The damning evi- 
dence of the three conflicting accounts of their arrival 
was dinned into him by constant repetition. Continually 
he was warned of the fate that befell spies caught in war- 
time. But he did not turn a hair of his scarred head. As 
often as he was questioned he repeated that he had told 
the truth and only the truth. How could he help it if no 
one believed him? That was our hypercritical fault, not 
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his. As for the fact that his two friends had-told stories 
which varied from his a little, that was easily explained. 
They were a pair of fools anyway, without an abun- 
dance of brains between them. Surely we could see that? 
_ They had memories like sieves and, being anxious to help, 
had made up what they couldn’t really remember. Any- 
one could set a trap for fools like that to fall into. Why 
not interrogate them again, now that they had had time 
in which to sort their ideas out? We would find that 
their memories had improved by now. 

I decided to take Magis at his word. I personally in- 
terrogated the other two again. I might bave saved my- 
self the trouble. They confirmed the details of Magis’s 
story at every point. Yes, they had both been wrong in 
their versions. They had been tired and suffering from 
nervous exhaustion, after their arduous journey. Now 
they had had time to reflect, they realized that Magis was 
entirely right and that they had been wrong. Yes, of 
course, the boat had been red and the coast rocky. No, 
certainly it had never possessed a sail or a petrol engine. 
And so on. 

All I gained from these interviews was the further 
proof that both of them were mortally afraid of Magis, so 
afraid that they would risk the condemned cell to support 
his fantastic story. But I was all the more positive that 


these two men were not spies: In my thirty years of ex- | 


perience in counterespionage I had met many spies but 
none quite like this pair. For one thing they lacked either 
the intelligence or the shrewdness of the spy. The Ger- 
_ mans might make mistakes but they were thoroughgoing 
professionals at their trade. At such a crucial stage of the 
war, they would not toss a pair of rank amateurs into the 
country they hoped to invade. The first thing that pro- 
_ fessional spies would do would be to agree on the details 
of their story and thereafter stick to what they had 


72 


agreed. Magis might possibly be a professional spy but I 
would stake my reputation that his two companions were 
not. Yet how came it that these three who could not 
speak a word of English should have teamed up together? 
And for what purpose? 

Time was growing short and the highest authorities 


were impatiently pressing for results. So far I had tried - 


all the conventional methods and in this unconventional 
situation ie had failed hopelessly. I was convinced that 
Magis was the ringleader and that I was right to concen- 
trate my efforts on him. He was going to be my “canary,” 
I was sure, but how could he be made to sing? 

An unconventional idea struck me. It seemed the only 
way of making him talk, short of physical torture which, 
even if it had not been com letely repugnant to me, 
would never have been dovet But I had to get the co- 
operation of the other officers in the establishment to put 
my idea into effect. The intelligence officer was all for 
novelty. When I spoke to him, he soon became enthu- 
Siastic and, better still, infected the others, even the com- 
manding officer, who rather grudgingly allowed me to 
go ahead. 

The first step was to transfer Magis to a darkened cell 
where he spent a day and a night in solitary confinement. 
Next morning he was marched under escort into a large 
room. He was halted in front of a table covered with 
green baize. Behind the table sat the officers of the es- 
tablishment, each in full service dress, buttons highly 
polished, leather Sam Browne belts glistening and peaked 
caps on their heads. On the table in front of each one lay 
his Army revolver. As the official presiding over the 
“court-martial” I sat at the center of the long table. 

It was an impressive sight, particularly for a man who 
had just spent twenty-four hours in the darkness with 
only his thoughts for company. As Magis stood there be- 
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tween the two guards with their bayonets fixed, he 


_ blinked once or twice. There was a minute or two of ab- 


solute silence to allow him time to realize the solemnity 
_ of the occasion, Already his air of cocky superiority was 
slipping. 

ae to him in French. “Prisoner at the bar, do you 
know where you have spent the last twenty-four hours?” 

“Yes, sir. In a dark cell.” 

“Do you know what kind of cell it is?” 

“N-no, sir.” He looked puzzled, perturbed. 

“Tt is the condemned cell. Men who enter it have 
reached the next to last stage in their mortal journey.” 

I paused and there was silence in the room except for 
the prisoner’s breathing. He was not yet panting but his 
breath came quicker than was normal. I went on. 

“Prisoner at the bar, you were arrested in London and 
have been given every opportunity of telling the military 
authorities the truth about yourself. Yet you have per- 
sisted in telling a cock-and-bull story which, by the evi- 
dence of your own comrades, is false in every detail. In 
spite of the damning evidence against you, you still claim 


that your story is true. The facts are against you, pris-. 


oner at the bar. There is only one possible explanation for 
your continued lying. You have been sent here by the 
enemy as a spy or a Fifth Columnist. In wartime that is 
an offense punishable with death! 

“You are now appearing before a court-martial which 
has assembled for the express purpose of trying you. 
There is only one verdict the court can reach, That is 
‘Guilty.’ And there is only one sentence that can be 
passed—“Death by hanging.’ 

“In spite of your attitude and your brazen lying, we 
are prepared to give you one last chance.” I took out my 
watch and placed it on the green baize table in front of 
me. “You will have exactly two minutes in which to de- 
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cide whether you will tell us the truth at last or whether 
you will go to Soa a! with a lie on your lips. Think 
it over carefully. 
from now your time will be up.” 

There was no sound in the room but the precise me- 


tallic ticking of the watch. One by one the seconds were - 


bringing Magis nearer his fate. He stared at the floor, 
breathing silently, almost as though he were deliberately 
holding his breath. The noises of London at work, the 
humming of traffic and the braying of a distant, impa- 


_ tient motor horn filtered into the room, letting nor- 


mality into this bizarre situation. The second hand of the 
watch had completed one cycle. Still Magis stood there, 
head bowed, but giving no indication of losing his nerve. 
One of the escort shufiled his feet and-in the hushed at- 
mosphere the sound was like a pistol shot. 

he two minutes were up. I put my watch away and 
stared at Magis. “Prisoner at the bar, what have you to 
say?” i i 

He looked me straight in the eye. “Nothing.” 

“That is your final answer?” ` 

“Yes.” 

I rose to my feet slowly. “You have brought your own 
death on yourself. I shall now pronounce sentence.” Cov- 
ering my head with a piece of black silk, I spoke the 
words that every man condemned to death hears in an 
English court of law. “The sentence of the court upon 
you is that you be taken from this place to a lawful prison 
and thence to a place of execution; that you there suffer 
death by hanging and that your body be afterward buried 
in the precincts of the prison in which you have been 
confined before your execution ... and may the Lord 


. have mercy on your soul.” 


I sat down and gazed at the prisoner. I waited for a mo- 
ment, expecting him to break and babble out the truth. 
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his is your last chance. Two minutes 


But he did not stir. He just stared at the floor. As I nod- 
ded to the two guards to march him away, the suspicion 
seized me that he had seen through the impressive cha- 
rade we had acted for his benefit. The door had hardly 
closed behind him and the sound of footsteps could still be 
heard in the corridor outside, when there was the hiss of 
_ escaping breath from both sides of me. The other officers 
shifted in their chairs and the tension relaxed. 

But an embarrassed silence prevailed. Everyone gazed 
at fne. At last the commanding officer, clearing his throat, 
muttered what was in the minds of all. “Well, where do 
we go from here?” 

Normally I can control my emotions with some suc- 
cess but on this occasion I felt the hot flush of confusion 
creeping up my neck into my cheeks. My supposedly 
brilliant and unconventional idea had been a complete 
failure. Far from being cowed, the ery had Po 
his way through it without giving himself away. He had 
had the grace not to laugh out loud at our play-acting 
but that was the only slight satisfaction to be salvaged out 
of the wreck of my hopes. We had all been made fools 
of, and none worse than I, the originator of this stupid 
idea. I gathered my wits and in my mortification man- 
aged to reply: “Gentlemen, can we wait for a moment? 
There is just a chance that the prisoner may have second 
thoughts and . . .” My voice trailed away and I could 
feel the skeptical glances on my averted face. 

Just then there was a knock on the door. It opened and 
one of the sentries who had escorted Magis entered. “Sir,” 
he said, saluting, “the prisoner would like to know if he 
can speak to you.” 

I swallowed the smile that was almost on my lips and, 
trying to keep the “I-told-you-so” tone out of my voice, 
answered, “All right, march him in.” 

Magis was marched in. 
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“What do you want?” I asked sharply. 

_ The perpetual half smile, formed by the scar tissue on 
his puckered upper lip, broadened as he sprang another 
surprise in this day of surprises. “Well, sir, Pd better 
come clean... .” 

I absorbed the shock by jerking back. Not only had 
he spoken in English, a language he supposedly did not 
know, but the accent and the idiom were obviously 
transatlantic. | 

“Yes,” E replied, “you had better come clean. You're a 

dian, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, sir, French-Canadian.” 

So one problem was solved. Magis and his two com- 
rades were deserters from the Canadian Forces stationed 
in England. But this was not the moment to draw a neat 
line across the bottom of the page and file yet another 
completed dossier. A bigger and more complicated prob- 
lem was just beginning. 
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Before Magis had time to regain his nerve, I gave him 
another long bout of questioning. There were two points 
in particular that I wanted to establish. One was the 
reason which had made him persist in his unlikely sto 
up to the stage where he was “condemned to death.” The 
other was what had happened to his uniform and his 
Army pay book, the soldier’s normal means of identify- 
ing himself. Magis and his two friends had had to look 
after themselves from the time they deserted to the day 
they were arrested. How had they done so and how did 
they acquire the money they had spent? 

The answer to the first problem was reasonable. Magis 
had already been a deserter on eight separate occasions. 
He had been warned the last time that another similar 
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offense would earn him at least two years of imprison- 
ment in the “Glasshouse” at Aldershot. (Rightly or 
wrongly, the “Glasshouse” was the military prison more 
feared than any other by soldiers. Potential inmates spoke 
of it in hushed tones.) Rather than risk a two-year spell 
there Magis was prepared to bluff things out up to the 
point where he seemed likely to suffer a worse fate. 

As for the pay book and the uniform, the answer to 
the first was that he had burned it on breaking camp and 
to the second that he had met a man in Soho who was 
prepared to give him a civilian suit in good condition and 
a sum of money as well in exchange for his worn battle- 
dress. He did not know the fairy godmother’s name or 
why he should have been so quixotic. 

But a sinister suspicion was already forming in my 
mind. I did not believe that tale about burning the Army 
pay book. A deserter on the run might conceivably 
throw it away, although he would be hard put to es- 
tablish his identity without it, if he were stopped and 
questioned. Burning it was too thorough a means of 
destroying something that was not sufficiently incrimi- 
nating to warrant destruction. It was more likely that 
Magis and his friends had sold their pay books along 
with their uniforms. And the only client for this kind 
of transaction would not be a secondhand clothes dealer 
but, it seemed probable to me, the organizer of a Fifth 
Column. At any day Hitler might launch his long- 
awaited invasion against England. The technique had 
already been demonstrated in-France and Belgium and 
Holland. After the Stuka dive bombers had swooped, 
confusion and panic would break out. Refugees would 
cram the roads and immobilize military traffic. Fifth 
Columnists would be used to swell the panic and confu- 
sion by spreading false rumors and by further dislocating 
military traffic. In the heat of the moment two or three 
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men in uniform could stand at a crossroads and divert 
convoys down the wrong turnings. Or they could per- 
suade or order civilians to vacate their homes and thus 
add to the confusion. The bulk of the Canadian troops 
was stationed in southeast England, the most likely in- 
vasion area. Was this the reason, I wondered, why Ca- 
nadian-type battledresses were in demand? And who was 
the buyer? 

I interrogated the other two deserters again but, al- 
though they now realized from the details I knew that 
Magis had confessed, they could not add much to his 
story. He had so obviously been the ringleader that they 
followed him blindly. They did, however, confirm that 
the pay books had been handed over with the uniforms 
and not burned. Having by this stage exhausted their 
slight usefulness I arranged for them-to be handed over 
for trial by their own authorities and at the same time 
asked permission for Magis to be detained by M.1.5 pend- ~ 
ing further investigations. The Canadian military au- 
thorities agreed at once. The Home Office was also given 
the explanation of the so-called “landings,” which set 
many minds at rest. 

In my opinion, however, this second problem was even 
more important. If a Fifth Column organization were at 
work, it had to be suppressed at once. But to try to do so 
was outside my normal sphere and beyond my powers of 
authority. I visited Scotland Yard and there had an inter- 
view with a superintendent of the Special Branch. He 
was at first inclined to be suspicious of the “amateurs” of 
M.L5 trespassing on his territory and it touched his pro- 
fessional pride to be told that things might be going on 
in Soho, the nerve center of London’s crime, of which he 
was totally unaware. We had a long discussion and this 
very able officer soon thawed out. In the end I left him 
with the generous assurance that the Special Branch — 
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could put at my disposal two police cars and a hand- 
picked squad for the next three weeks. The object—night 
operations in Soho. 
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There followed a further series of interrogations be- 
tween Magis and myself. He cheerfully agreed that he 
had told yet another lie in pretending to have burned his 
pay book when I confronted him with the evidence of his 
two friends. Gradually he became more malleable and, 
knowing that he might get a reduction of the military 
- conviction that was coming to him if he co-operated 
with us, he really did do his best to help. But, as he 
pointed out, he had only met the go-between, who had 
offered to buy the uniforms, once or twice. The streets 
were blacked out and the Soho pubs were crowded with 
a strange, shifting population. Was it any wonder, he 
claimed, that he could not describe the go-between 
with any accuracy? 

Strangely enough, I grew to like Magis who, in spite 
of his desperado’s appearance and his ability to lie and 
cheat with the utmost coolness, had a sense of humor 
that appealed to me. I came to enjoy our conversations, 
although both of us began to realize that they were not 
advancing matters one step. It seemed that Magis’s use- 
fulness had become exhausted and as the days went by 
without results I knew that I should have to look else- 
where before long. 

Magis must have suspected my intentions and decided 
that if he could not help me he might at least put on some 
entertainment. One day as we began yet another inter- 
view he put his hand in his pocket and produced an old 
razor blade. Before I could stop him he calmly placed it 
in his mouth, chewed away with complete unconcern 
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and then swallowed it, opening his mouth triumphantly 
to show that there was no deception. As an encore he 
produced a chunk of broken glass, the fragment of a beer 
bottle, from the same pocket and coolly crunched it into 
powder and then swallowed it. I had heard of glass and 
razor-blade eaters before but had never seen one at such 
close quarters. Every second I expected to see a trickle of 
blood from his lips but he chewed and swallowed with the 
utmost unconcern and apparent enjoyment. 

“What the devil’s the meaning of this farce?” I de- 
manded. Magis looked hurt. “I was only giving a per- 
formance,” he said. “That’s the way I earn my living.” 

“Your living?” I echoed. “You eat glass for a living?” 

“Sure. There’s hardly a fun fair in Canada or the 
States that hasn’t seen me. The folks all roll up when I 
go into my routine. That’s how we made some dough 
here in London after we broke out.” 

I chuckled. All at once I began to see how Magis might 
be of further. use. Magis—the French abbreviation for 
“conjurer.” I ought perhaps to have wondered before 
how he earned his strange name. 

The plan was a simple one. Magis, with myself in at- 
tendance, would wander through the Soho pubs at night, 
putting on his act if and when necessary. A squad of 
plain-clothes policemen would follow us at a discreet 
distance since many of them would be recognized and 
we did not want their presence to be linked with ours. 
Sooner or later we ought to bump into Magis’s “friend.” 

I propounded the plan to Magis and asked, “Well, are 
you game?” 

“Sure, I’m game. Anything to get a breath of fresh air 
away from this dump. Say, who pays for the drinks?” 

“His Majesty’s Government. But don’t think this is a 
spree. It’s strictly business. And one word of advice. 
Don’t try any funny business. One false move and you'll 
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end up by qualifying as the oldest inhabitant of the 
Glasshouse. Do you get that?” 
Magis got it. 
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The first night we drew a complete blank. No sooner 
had we reached Soho than the air-raid sirens began to 
wail. A few minutes later we could hear the irregular 
droning of German bombers overhead and then search- 
_ lights probed the black sky. Soon the barking of ack-ack 
guns mingled with the screeching and thudding of 
bombs; shrapnel from the exploding shells pattered on 
the streets like steel raindrops. The narrow streets of 
Soho were deserted, as everyone, criminals and honest 
men alike, took to the air-raid shelters. After several 
hours of fruitless searching we decided to call off the 
hunt for that night. — 

The second evening we were again confronted with 
an air raid almost as soon as We reached the hunting 
ground but fortunately it did not last long. Groping 
through the black-out, we slipped into one pub after 
another, our eyes smarting from the almost palpable 
fug of stale air and tobacco smoke that hit us as we 
opened the door and plucked aside the heavy black-out 
curtains that usually hung over the entrance. Magis and 
I would push our way toward some vantage oint near 
the bar and order a half pint of that tepi beverage 
known to the English as beer. A babel of accents and 
languages would be deafening us on all sides. Cautiously 
Magis would look over the rim of his glass and see if he 
could: spot his “friend” among the men of different 
shapes, sizes and colors that crowded the room. He 
would invariably give a slight shake of his head and after 


we had spent a few more minutes in idle conversation 
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we would push our way toward the door and 
through the pucled-one ares for the next putt We 
would give the plain-clothes man who was trailing us 
oe to catch up and then the same routine would take 
place. 

The hour was late, our success was nil and I was rapidi 
losing my patience. Indigestion through too many ha 
pints of warm and watery beer was attacking me and my 
head ached with the stuffy atmosphere of frowsty pubs. I 
was beginning to wonder whether this bright idea had not 
rapidly developed into a wild-goose chase. The prospect 
of clean sheets and a soft pillow grew more alluring every 
moment. Just as I was thinking of calling off the fruitless 
hunt, we had a stroke of luck. Magis and I were in a pub 
in Charlotte Street. The pub was less full than others we 
had visited and as we strolled toward the bar I happened 
to intercept a’swift exchange of glances between Ma is 
and a swarthy, youngish man who was leaning against the 
bar. That was all. The young man casuall emptied his 
glass and without another look in Magis’s direction unob- 
trusively moved toward the door. I nodded to a plain- 
clothes detective who had followed us in and he shipped 
out after the swarthy man. I pulled Magis on one cde 

‘Well, he was your man. Right?” 

ae pone 

“Why the hell didn’t you say so? Or go u and 
to him? Are you trying - double clos me?” 3 m 

For almost the first time in our acquaintance Magis 
looked confused. He muttered something about “squeal- 
ing” and then I realized how strongly the code of the 
underworld and of its fringe on which men like himself 
moved had gripped him. The best of intentions had 
melted when he was confronted face to face with the 
man he had set out to betray. 
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But that chance encounter was not in vain. The de- 
tective returned much later that night with a great deal 
of information. The go-between turned out to be a 
tailor’s apprentice who was not a British subject but of 
French origin. He had no criminal record and there was 
not the slightest suspicion that he had ever been anything 
‘but a most circumspect citizen. It was too big a coinci- 
dence, however, that we were hunting for missing uni- 
forms and that he earned his living by sewing and cutting 
clothes. He was arrested and cross-examined. He broke 
down and gave us the name and address of the next link 
in the chain. i 

This next man called himself a physical culture instruc- 
tor and, on being pressed, gave us instructions which, 
though neither p ysical nor cultural, proved to be in- 
valuable. He gave us an address in Romilly Street, Soho, 
and as he spoke the detectives who knew the district well 
nodded significantly. The occupant of this address was 
apparently known as “The Terror of Soho,” a criminal 
with over thirty convictions ranging from dope peddling 
to robbery with violence.. Now at last we were getting 
somewhere. 

That night we arrived at the door of the third-floor flat 
in that house in Romilly Street. We rang the bell. No- 
body answered. We rapped on the door with our 
knuckles. Still no answer. We tried the-door. It was 
locked. 

“Well, there’s only one thing for it,” I said. “Let’s go.” 

Opening a locked door by force is child’s play to 
burly, experienced policemen. In a few seconds the sus- 
tained pressure of shoulders, backs and feet took the 
door off its hinges and we rushed in. All was silent and 
deserted in the flat until we reached the bedroom. A 
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woman lay asleep in a big double bed. From her stertor- 
ous breathing it was obvious that she was heavily 
drugged and would be senseless for many hours to come. 
One of the plain-clothes men muttered, “I’ve seen her 
before. She’s The Terror’s mistress. A well-known drug 
addict.’ 
__ The pillow beside her head was dented. Sli ping a hand 
into the side of the bed away from her inert ee I could 
feel a patch that was still warm. Someone, resumably 
The Terror, had been sharing the bed with hee up to a 
few minutes ago. We tiptoed up to the attic, which was 
filthy--and empty. There was only one more place to 
try—the roof. 

. And there we found The Terror, huddled behind a 
chimney. Shivering in his thin pajamas, he was an abject 
sight as he meekly surrendered to the first challenge. ‘The 

Lerror of Soho was, like many of his breed, more ter- 
a than terrorizing when the Law caught up with 


While he was dressing we searched his flat. We dis- 
covered a large quantity of cocaine and stocks of inde- i 
cent literature but not a sign of uniforms and Army pay 
books. But when The Terror was safely back in my 
office and was. confronted with the warning that the 
goods found in his flat would be enough to put him be- 
hind the bars for many years if he failed to co-operate 
with us, he broke down completely. Not for him the 
code of the underworld to which Magis had subscribed 
the night before. As the vital information came tumblin: 
out, I realized with contempt that this so-called “big 
shot” of crime would cheerfully betray his own mother 
to save his skin. The Terror told who. the ringleaders 
were in this industry of procuring uniforms, where they 
could be found and where their ee premises were. 
I telephoned the information to Scotland Yard and be- 
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fore daylight all the leaders were safely in the hands of : 


the police. The flourishing industry had gone abruptly 
into involuntary liquidation. 

The most comforting piece of information given by 
The Terror related to the purpose of this amazing indus- 
try. There was no organized Fifth Column work behind 
it. I rapidly learned that the average Soho criminal 
thought exclusively in terms of personal gain or personal 
safety. He lacked both the fanaticism and the inverted 
patriotism that would enable him to betray his (usually 
adopted) country to the ei The uniforms were 
required for a subtle and impudent trick. The teeming 
streets of Soho, which is almost like a separate village 
inside the largest city in the world, were often entered 
_ by civilian policemen but rarely, if ever, by military 
policemen. To avoid conscription into the forces men 
of military age were prepared to pay large sums of 
“money to buy a uniform and papers belonging to some- 
one else. Equipped with these, they could “enter” the 
Army without the formality of taking the oath of alle- 

ance, of medical examination and drilling on the 

arrack square. The risk of being found out was com- 
paratively small. The police would be looking for de- 
serters out of uniform and draft dodgers, not the often 
bemedaled “heroes” in uniform who would apparently 
be enjoying a well-earned leave. 

Once the gang who had organized the buying and 


selling of uniforms and pay books was rounded up, the- 


Special Branch of Scotland Yard turned its activities to 
arresting the many hundreds of deserters out of uniform 
and the “dodgers” in uniform. With the collaboration of 
the Military Police, the hunt went on for several months 
and was largely successful. 

I never saw Magis again after he had been handed over 
to the Canadian military authorities. If he was able to 
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get into action after serving his sentence, I have no doubt 
that he distinguished himself. He was a brave, resourceful 
man, not an ornament to soldiering under peacetime con- 
ditions but a good comrade to have beside one ‘if there 
was fighting to be done. As for The Terror who talked, 
he also was of considerable future help to me but not 
in a way that demanded courage. Having acquired a 
taste for talking, he became a paid informer and occa- 
sionally gave me useful tips. The path of virtue proved 
rather too narrow for him in the end. When I last heard 
of him, he was. serving yet another term of four years’ 
hard labor for robbery with violence. 
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CHAPTER VI 


The Spy-catcher Helps the Spies 


Ix the First World War healthy-looking young 
*men not in uniform ran the risk of being stopped by a 
woman and handed a white feather. The implication of 
this act was obvious. Why were asl not doing their bit 
in the fighting line? Were they afraid to enlist? Ve: 
often men home on leave who had changed out of uni- 
form or men who looked fit enough but had some serious 
defect which was not visible to the naked eye, a weak 
heart perhaps, suffered this public humiliation. 
Fortunately the barbarous custom was not in evidence 
much in the Second World War. There was not the 
same feeling that a man who was not in uniform was a 
skulking coward. Everyone, soldier or civilian, was in 
the war and when air raids or flying bombs arrived, each 
stood an equal chance of dying suddenly as a war cas- 
ualty. In fact, ironically enough, many a civilian in Lon- 
don and the other big towns was in greater danger of 
death than were soldiers in uniform stationed in the 
Middle East and elsewhere. Nevertheless, custom dies 
hard and mothers whose sons might have been killed in 
the services or who were running the daily risk of being 
killed would look askance at the hefty young men who 
seemed to live in luxury in London’s West End, without 
-doing a hand’s turn for the war effort. There were indeed 
some draft dodgers and deserters, but on the whole com- 
' paratively few. The young men who lived in apparent 
idleness in luxury flats and who disappeared mysteri- 
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ously, sometimes never to return, were not what would 
be called in postwar slang “spivs” but—secret agents. 

I have the utmost admiration for such men. Indeed 
any secret agent, whether he is acting for or against one’s 
own country, deserves admiration for his courage alone. 
It is one thing to be brave in company but a different 
matter to be brave on one’s own when every passer-by 
or sie omen is a potential betrayer, when vigilance 
must be exercised during every waking hour and even 
subconsciously in sleep, lest the secret agent should talk 
in his sleep in his native tongue and give himself away. 
No one who has not been “on the run” or lived a long 
time with secret agents can realize the strain of being 
constantly on guard, never knowing whether the man 
approaching from behind is going to pat one on the back 
out of friendship or clap a heavy hand on one’s shoulder 
in the act of arrest. 

These secret agents in the service of the British Gov- 
ernment, whose life of “gees luxury in the West End 
of London brought withering glances from the unini- 
tiated, had to be young and in perfect health. Their usual 
method of reaching their objective was by parachute; 
after the age of forty a man’s muscles get too stiff for a 
parachute drop on a dark night when the ground below 
may be rough and he may suffer an unpleasant tumble. — 
Many of the secret agents were foreigners who would 
drop out of the sky onto their native soil, sometimes near 
their own home towns. Several of them had their faces 
changed by plastic surgery so that they would not be 
recognized by friends and relations. The others were 
Englishmen who knew the Continent and one of the 


different languages so well that they could pass as 


natives. 
For months before they were ready for operations 
such men went through a most rigorous course of train- 
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ing in parachuting and learning the use of explosives for 
sabotage work. They were kept at a spy sc ool in the 
depths of the country and eir curriculum included 
the art of disguise, the various methods of killing a man 
silently, the use of all hand weapons, wireless operating, 
knowledge of secret inks, photography and revision as to 

hysical details of the locality they would be visiting. 

he standard of the course, both physically and men- 
tally, was of a high order and only pupils who passed the 
"various tests were allowed to proceed. The discipline was 
Spartan; the potential agents were never encouraged to 
take one drink too many or to have girl friends. Romance 
is nearly always fatal to the spy, whose emotions must be 
under control. 

Then these young men, trained to a pitch of mental and 
physical excellence, were dis atched on their dangerous 
tasks. And yet in spite of all their careful training the 
mortality rate among them was alarmingly high. In one 
case, the notorious “England $ iel,” many courageous 
young Dutch agents were caugnt and examined by the 
Gestapo because, in spite of all precautions taken, a 
traitor had managed to infiltrate into their ranks. But on 
other occasions news gradually leaked out that the agents 
were being caught through their own blunders. This was 
a most distressing situation. Not only did it mean that 
the months of careful preparation were being wasted and 
that valuable information about our own methods was 
falling into enemy hands but it also made our authorities 
wonder whether the hazards were not too great to be 
undertaken. It is one thing to ask a brave man to take a 
ten-to-one risk. He has a chance of coming through. But 
when the odds are a hundred to one or perhaps a hun- 
dred to nil no one would dare to ask a brave, intelligent 
man, whose qualities could be of immense use to his 
country, to commit virtual suicide. _ 
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At this point someone in authority realized that Coun- _ 
ter-Intelligence officers, who were already gaining first- 
hand experience at catching secret agents, might be used 
to test our own secret agents before they set off on their 
hazardous Taa h If a secret agent could pass the most 
searching tests devised by experts at spy-catching he 
would have greater confidence in his ability to outwit 
the Gestapo at a later date. If he broke down under the 
test that his own people put him through, his failure in- 
stead of proving fatal might teach him how to avoid re- 

ating his mistakes. After this sensible decision had been 
reached, I was invited to examine the next batch of secret 
agents before they left England. I was asked to give them 
the most rigorous examination I could think of and, with- 
out actually inflicting physical torture on any of them, 
to adapt my methods as nearly as possible to those prac- 
ticed by the Gestapo. 

A few days later, three young men reported to my 


‘office. They were good physical specimens, obviously 


trained to the last hair. Their faces glowed and their 
eyes shone with perfect health and fitness. They were 
three fine young men, alert and intelligent. 

I turned to the official who stood there, obviously full 
of pride and confidence in his protégés. “When do they 
leave?” I asked. 

“The day after tomorrow,” he replied. 

- “Just as they are?” 

“Yes, just as they are now.” 

I looked again at the three young men. Their clothes 
were neat and unobtrusive, neither new nor shabby. — 
They looked indeed like the three young Belgian busi- 
nessmen they were intended to resemble. I walked over 
to the nearest, put my hand inside the top of his. waist- 
coat and pulled out his tie. I turned it over. The shop 
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- label sewn on the reverse proclaimed: “Selfridges, Ox- 

ford Street, London, W.1. 

“Take them away,” I said to the official who now 
looked crestfallen. “After-that there is no point in my 
asking them questions.” 7 

With my room to myself again, I slumped in a chair 
and lit a cigarette. No wonder, I thought, that brave men 
are going daily to their death if that is the kind of silly 
slip which is being permitted. It seemed fantastic that 


i "no pains were being spared to bring these young agents 


to the highest pitch of physical and mental training 
and yet the most obvious and glaring precautions were 
being omitted. I shook my head sadly at the time, money 
and valuable human lives that must have been wasted 
already. 

Six days later I was asked to examine another youn 
man who was soon to be dropped by parachute in Bel- 
gium. This time one lesson had been learned. There was 

not a stitch of English clothing to betray him. 

I asked him to tell me the “cover story” which he 
might have to tell the Gestapo to explain his previous 
movements and his reasons for being wherever he hap- 
pened to be found. This is the story he told me. When 
the Germans had taken Belgium, he had fled to the South 
of France. Arriving at Nice, he had eventually found a 
job in a flower plantation. He had worked there as a 

porer for eight months but when he heard that con- 
ditions in Belgium were better under the Nazis than had 

_ been expected, he decided to return to Brussels. Figur- 
atively speaking, here he was. 

“What did you say your job was on this flower plan- 
tation?” I asked him in Flemish. 

“Laboring, sir.” - 

“Show me your hands.” He held them out for my 
inspection. The finger tips were soft; there were no 
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ridges of hard skin across the palms; the fingernails were 
well tended and none of them was cracked or discolored. 
No man alive could have worked for eight months as a 
laborer in a flower plantation and retained the hands 
of an office worker. 

I sighed, partly out of pity and partly through ex- 
asperation. “Well then,” I said, “tell me some more about 
this flower plantation. What flowers did you grow?” 

“Oh, roses and [a pause] carnations.” He fell silent. 

“Fuchsias?” I prompted. 

“No, not fuchsias.” 

“Primulas?” 

“Oh yes, we grew primulas.” 

“So you grew primulas? On the Mediterranean coast! 
My dear boy, you are supposed to be something of an 
expert on flowers. Remember? You worked for eight 
months in a plantation. Do you really know anything at 
all about flowers, I wonder? Go back to your instructors 
and tell them that you are wasting my time and unneces- 
sarily risking your own life.” 

After this experience, I introduced “the story inside a 
story” technique, which has already been stated in the 
Appendix to Chapter II, to the instructors at the secret 
agents’ school. Human nature is such that we are always 
more likely to believe a story that discredits the teller 
than a story that shows him to advantage. The Gestapo 
examiners in particular, who from the very nature of 
their job would be prone to see the worst in all men, — 
would be far more ready to accept a confession of human 
weakness. This young man with his story of working 
at a flower plantation should, for example, have been 
equipped with “a story inside a story.” Having been con- 
fronted with the improbability of his original story and 
no doubt tortured into the bargain by the Gestapo, he 
should then appear to break down at the earliest likely 


93 


moment and gasp out, “For God’s sake stop. I'll tell you 
the truth. I can’t stand any more. {Í didn’t spend eight 
months in Nice~and I never saw a flower plantation. I 
was only there a few days. I hadn’t a sou so I started 
begging. There was one woman, she was at least fifty, 
an awful old hag with hair dyed a bright red. She took 
a fancy to me and took me home with her. I couldn’t 
stand her after a couple of days, She meant well but did 
_ she want her money’s worth! You're men of the world, 
* you'll understand. A hungry man can’t be choosy but 
Í couldn’t stomach sharing that revolting woman’s bed. 
So after a couple of days, I walked out on her and took 
her loose money and jewels as a parting present. I hid 
_ from the police for weeks on end and then managed to 
bribe a passeur who smuggled me across the frontier into 
Belgium.” 

That kind of story would be more credible to the 
Gestapo than any tale of honest endeavor. All agents 
from that time onward who were sent on secret missions 
had their “story within a story” carefully prepared be- 
fore they left. ‘There is little doubt that many lives were 
saved as a result. 

Of all the men and women agents who underwent my 
. examination before going on active service only one 
sailed through with nonchalant ease and without making 
the slightest mistake. He was the perfect secret agent and 
although he entered Occupied Belgium on many special 
missions he never once fell foul of the Gestapo. In fact 
he did not even come under suspicion. 
When I was told that a Monsieur Jean Dufour was 
coming to see me I expected the usual intelligent, 
healthy-looking Jone man. But when the door opened, 
my eyes goggled and my lower jaw droppéd in surprise. 
i An officer walked in, accompanied by what I can only 
| - call the travesty of a human being. This object looked 
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like a ty 


en village idiot. Not only was he deformed 

but his cheeks and lower jaw were three times the usual 

size. His pale blue eyes were vacant, without the slight- 

est glimmer of sense. His lips were slack and wet and 
saliva dribbled from one corner of his mouth./He leered 

at me, grimaced foolishly and then broke into a high- 

pitched giggle. S 

“What the hell is this?” I demanded. “Are you trying 
to puli my leg?” 

The officer smiled. “May I introduce Monsieur Jean 
Dufour,” he said. “If he passes your tests he will become _ 
a carrier carrying money to our agents in France and 
Belgium.” 

“He doesn’t need Counter-Intelligence tests by the - 
look of him,” I remarked. “A psychiatrist would be more 
in his line. Still, I’m at your service, so here goes.” 

I turned to the alae moron who giggled again, 
then put out a stubby, dirty finger and gently touched 
the inkwell on my desk as though it were something 
beautiful and strange. Then he looked up—and winked 


at me. For a moment shrewd intelligence flashed across 


his vacant features, and then disappeared. 

“How old are you, Dufour?” I asked abruptly in 
Flemish. 

“How old am I?” he giggled. He patted me on the 
shoulder. “How old am I, old man? How should I 
know?” He threw his head back and roared with 
laughter. 

I pressed him with further questions. Where was he_ 
born? How would he know? Where had he lived? “Me, 
old man? I don’t live anywhere.” The same slobbering — 
laugh. 

I glared at him. “Come on, you aren’t fooling me. You 
must live somewhere,” I snapped. 

But he was not impressed. Giggling, he spluttered, “I 
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live on les grandes routes—the main roads—of Belgium. 
In the fields and the woods—the haystacks.” 

“What does your father do for a living?” 

He scratched his matted hair and laughed even louder. 
A spray of saliva wet both my desk and myself. “That's 
a good one, old man. My father—he is crazy, a loony—” 

If this maniac accused his father of being mad, then in- 
deed the latter must be a sad case. “Why?” I persisted. , 

“Why? Because the old fool works!” 
*. “And you don’t believe in working?” 

He thumped his misshapen chest in self-approval. “Me 
work? Why should I? I sleep, mostly in the fields. I dine 
better than a duke. Where there’s a farm there are cows 


and when the farmer’s not looking, there’s free milk. . 


Hens are friendly and you give one a little squeeze round 
the neck. Put it in the pot and there’s your supper.” He 
pued his stomach in memory of alfresco free meals in 
the past. 

ir was something infectious about his simple 

aiety. I found myself smiling as I asked him whether 
he had ever attended school. No, he had never been to 
school, but, he added grandly, he could write his name. 

“Let me see you do it!” 

He took up my pen as though it might bite him and 
rolled back his ragged cuffs.. Drawing back his arm like 
a violinist about to attack the Beethoven concerto, 
he leaned over the paper, head cocked on one side and 
tongue protruding. With a fine flourish he scratched a 
wobbly “X” on the paper. “There,” he said in triumph, 
“Jean Dufour at your service.” 

For over an hour I kept at him but had to admit my- 
self beaten in the end. Not three words of useful infor- 
mation did I achieve. 

“Take him away,” I said to his sponsor. “Send him to 
Belgium whenever you like. The Gestapo will never 
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break him. Before they’ve finished he'll be breaking 
them. After the Belgian police have arrested him for the 
umpteenth time and then let him go, every policeman 

ill turn and run like mad when they see him approach- 
ing. He’ll be the curse of the whole police department. 
He’s a genius!” 

The Pa ates officer grinned. “He'll be on his way 
pretty soon. He’s a big enough headache to the London 
police already. He’s supposed to be billeted in a very 
nice flat in the Edgware Road but it doesn’t suit him. 
Every night he’s off to Hyde Park to sleep out on the 

TASS.” 

They left my office and Dufour grinned an impudent 
farewell. That was the last I saw of him in the misshapen 
flesh but I followed his subsequent career with great 
interest. The first time he was dropped into Belgium by 
parachute he carried four hundred pounds in money for 
one of our agents in Brussels. Not forty-eight hours later 
the message arrived. “Mission accomplished.” Again and 
again he was dropped, he completed his task, was 
brought out and made ready for yet another mission. 
Never once did he fail to keep a rendezvous at the ap- 
pointed hour, however close the police or the Gestapo 
might be. In all he must have carried thousands of pounds 
to various agents in Belgium yet there was never a 
penny missing. 

This illiterate, apparently witless petty poacher-cum- 
vagabond was the supreme secret agent. He succeeded 
time and again where men of superior intelligence and 
physique would sooner or later have failed. This tat- 
tered scarecrow of a man was an invaluable asset to the - 
British Secret Service. : 

I should like to meet him again. He would get the 
best chicken dinner in London—and the chicken would 
have been paid for, not poached! 
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CHAPTER VII 


Patience Is a Virtue 
1 


Waarever their faults, the Germans must. be 
ven credit for thoroughness and organizing ability. 
uring the first hectic months after the Fall of France 

and the occupation of the Low Countries, many thou- 
sands of refugees managed to escape to England in the 
confusion of the times. Some arrived by boat, setting out 
by night for the dash to safety from a quiet creek which 
might be anywhere along that indented line of seacoast 
from Norway to Brittany. Others traveled by land south- 
ward until they reached the Pyrenees, and then climbed 
the frontier into Spain whence, if they could avoid 
Franco’s policemen, th ey would eventually reach Portugal 
and await passage from Lisbon. Gradually, as the Gestapo 
and the German Security Police sealed off the coast line 
and military patrols were established along the hundreds 
of miles of shores, escaping refugees became fewer in 
number. It needed not only courage but seamanship of a 
high order and a large slice of luck to risk the crossing in 
an open boat. Aerial reconnaissance over the Channel 
might easily spot a boatload of refugees and a machine- 
gun burst from a Luftwaffe aircraft swooping low 
would soon put an end to the refugees’ chances. There 
were also high-powered launches carrying out coastal 
patrols that could not easily be evaded by rowing boats 
and small sailing ships. Capture might mean summ 
death by drowning or death by execution afterward or 
at the best a long spell of imprisonment in a concentration 
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camp. Thus, during 1941 and 1942, the numbers of refu- 
gees reaching England declined to a small stream from the _ 
floods that had arrived in the first six months after 
Dunkirk. 

But the Germans realized before long that by ef- 


fectively shutting off the inhabitants of Occupied Eu- 


rope from oy to England they were equally shutting 
themselves off from information. The man who locks him- 


self in a room may keep concealed from the outside 


world but equally well the outside world is concealed 
from him. The Germans desperately needed information 
about England, its rate of recovery from the hard blows 
of Dunkirk and the air raids, its troop dispositions and 
build-up, its plans for a possible return to the Continent. 
Aerial reconnaissance and photography was one means | 
of securing part of this information but it was not wholly 
accurate and always required confirmation from the 
ground. 

‘The Germans soon hit on the solution to the problem. 
Whenever they had wind of an attempted escape to Eng- 
land they would not necessarily arrest the conspirators. 
It might pay them to let the attempt go forward after 
they had managed to slip a spy into the party of refugees. 
One spy in a bunch of genuine escapers—or “escapees” 
as they were called in the brutal and ungrammatical 
jargon that disfigured wartime ep communiqués 
and official pronouncements—would be less conspicuous 
than if he arrived on his own. The main fact that his com- 

anions were demonstrably genuine and did not suspect 

is credentials, since he too would. have appare 
played his part in organizing the escape and confronting 
the dangers that faced them all, made it more likely that 
his testimony would be corroborated by the other wit- 
nesses to his escape. 

This solution of the problem had one other virtue from 


the German point of view. An agent who entered England 
via Lisbon might arrive many months after he had first 
set out. Knowing the ropes, it would not take him lon 
to reach Lisbon but once there he would have to join the 
“queue of refugees of all nationalities waiting for visas 
and then for passages in ships that could only carry a 
small percentage of the swarms who eee awaited 
their departure. Such a spy would not risk drawing at- 
‘tention on himself by “jumping the queue” or using in- 
‘fluence to advance his sailing date. All he could do was 
take his turn and wait patiently so that when he did even- 
tually reach England and if he managed to elude the 
Counter-Intelligence interrogation his orders might well 
be completely out of date. The situation he had come 
to report on might have changed entirely and, unless 
he could obtain fresh instructions which was not an easy 
task at the best of times, he was risking his neck to no 
purpose. 

On the other hand crossing the Channel by boat would 
take only a few days at the most so that the German 
agent who managed to slip through the Counter-Intelli- 
gence net would be on the job without delay. From the 

_ German angle it was a good plan and if it meant losing 

_ agents at an accelerated rate, although this was not a fore- 
gone conclusion, they realized that no one can fight a war 
_ without suffering casualties. 

The British were not slow to realize that the most 
up-to-date information came from refugees escaping by 
boat. The preliminary interrogations of such escapees 
were conducted by Royal Air Force intelligence officers. 
y news of operational value was flashed to Bomber 
and Fighter Command and could be acted on at once. 
There might be information as recent as yesterday on 
troop concentrations or secret factories making special 
war equipment or even of a military conference at some 
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hide-out where senior officers would be present. It was 
obviously essential for such items to reach the R.A.F. 
“briefing rooms” without any delay. 

These R.A.F. intelligence officers were usually first 
class at the job but one must remember that their job did 
not include spy-catching. They were out to obtain in- 
formation of aerial importance and they naturally left 
the security side to Counter-Intelligence, who would in 
any case have to “vet” all the escapees after they had 
passed through the hands of the R.A.F. 

One morning in the early spring of 1942 the telephone 
rang in my office at the Royal Victoria Patriotic School. 
At the other end was an R.A.F. intelligence officer, an 
old acquaintance of mine, but on this occasion he was 
far from cheerful. He told me that he had just finished 
interrogating three Dutchmen who had arrived in a small 
boat off the southeast coast. At any rate, two of them 
had been interrogated but the third appeared to be a 
lunatic—or at least so hysterical with joy at escaping to 
safety that no sense could be got out of him. One mo- 
ment he would weep tears of relief and the next he 
would shout and scream and sing wild songs of praise to 
his Heavenly Maker. Apart from the fact that he was 
Dutch and his name appeared to be Dronkers, the intelli- 

ence officer could get no sense from him. Would I 
ike to carry on from there? i 

I would. A few hours later Mynheer Dronkers was 
brought into my room. He was tall and very thin, with 
the skin stretched so tight over his cheekbones that they 
seemed about to burst through. He had white hair and 
dark intelligent eyes. Normally he would be a soberly 
dressed and dignified eae official, a little self-important 
ee but full of solid worth and honesty. But the 

.A.F. officer had not exaggerated. Dronkers was indeed 
beside himself. He burst into my room like a whirling 

101 ae 


dervish, waving his arms and skipping to and fro, shriek- 
_ ing in his cracked voice an old Dutch patriotic song. He 
_embraced me fervently and shook my hands until my 
arms ached. And when he was not singing he was bab- 
bling a paean of praise to the Deity who had watched 
‘over him so well. 


I managed to quiet him down a little but as soon as I : 


congratulated him on his ee he was off again. It was 
nerve-racking to see an elderly, dignified man so com- 
pletely out of control and, realizing that one must be 
severe with cases of hysteria, I spoke to him sharply. 


a “Now look here, you’re glad to be safe and we’re glad 


for your sake. But this demonstration is becoming child- 
ish. And worse than childish, it’s selfish. You owe it to 
your less fortunate countrymen who have not yet es- 
caped from German clutches to calm down and tell me 
exactly how you planned this escape from Holland. You 
may well have hit on some method which could be used 
again to save many more Dutchmen who want to escape. 
So get a grip on your feelings and calm down. Do you 
hear?” 


He nodded. Gradually he managed to restrain his emo-- 


tion and then sat down limply in a chair on the other 
side of my desk. With that strange’ and sudden reverse 
that often occurs in cases of extreme shock, he became 
almost apathetic as he told me the story of his escape. 
He had been married for over twenty-five years, he 
said. There were no children. He and his wife lived in 
a tiny flat in The Hague. He was a postal clerk and nat- 
urally the salary for such a humble pon was a meager 
one. They had always had a struggle to make both ends 
meet by pinching and scraping and doing without the 
luxuries of life. After the German occupation in 1940 
their circumstances went from bad to worse. Prices went 
up and up and all the staple items of food and clothing 
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became almost impossible to get. Life which had always 
been a drudgery now became a nightmare and his wife 
was wasting away before his eyes. In despair and for his 
wife’s sake—and he blushed in admitting it—he went 
into the black market. It was illegal but he had no option. 
Straightaway he found himself prospering. Money was 
to be had for the asking and from the depths of poverty 
he began to emerge into prosperity. 

It was too easy and, being a cautious man, he realized 
that this sudden wealth could hardly go on forever. In 
the back of his mind he knew that one day trouble 
would catch up with him but as the weeks went by and 
the money rolled in he thrust the warning thoughts away 
from him. Then out of the blue disaster threatened. One 
evening last January a friend called to tip him off that the 
Gestapo were after him. They were making big efforts 
to round up black market operators in Holland and so 
put an end to this illegal trading which was endangering 
their “pa Dronkers had either been found out or 
betrayed but, whatever the cause, the Gestapo were on 
his trail. 

The penalty for being a black marketeer caught by 
the Gestapo was death. He and his wife both knew that. 
The friend who had come to warn him said that there 
was only one way out. If he stayed in Holland the Ges- 
tapo were bound to catch up with him, probably sooner 
than later. He must escape to England. After some dis- 
cussion his wife agreed that he must go. There was little 
chance that the Gestapo would harm her in his absence, 
since his black market activities had luckily been carried 
out away from their home and at that time the Germans 
were a in Holland with a certain “correctness.” 
Pay would hardly make a hostage out of the innocent 
wife. a , 

This invaluable friend suggested that Dronkers should 
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make his way to a well-known café in Rotterdam, the 
Café Atlanta, where he would probably find someone to 


help him on his journey. 


t this point in the story I nodded. I remembered the 


_ Café Atlanta myself. 


Dronkers went on with his account and although he 


l _ told it in a rambling and sometimes incoherent way it 


ea oe Se A 


emerged as a fairly straightforward story. He went to 
Rotterdam next day and called at the café. Luck was 


"with him. He fell into casual conversation with a man - 


called “Hans” and after a while blurted out the confiden- 
tial fact that the Gestapo were after him. He had come 
to Rotterdam in the desperate hope that he could find a 
boat to take him to England. 

Hans, smiling po told him that he could not have 
met a better person to help him. He, Hans, was employed 
by a Rotterdam businessman who was in charge of the 
distribution of petrol to ships in the harbor. The busi- 


_ nessman owned a seaworthy boat of which Hans was 


the skipper. Seeing that Dronkers was in a mess and to 


outwit the stinking Gestapo, Hans was prepared to sell 


him the boat. Like good Dutch businessmen they haggled 

for a while over the price and finally agreed on the sum 
of forty pounds. It was the most that Dronkers could 
afford. 

They evolved a simple plan. Hans would stock the 
boat with sufficient petrol for the trip to- England. No 
trouble here because through his job he could always 
pet hold of petrol without arousing anyone’s suspicions. 

ronkers would be smuggled on board and hidden away 
in the cabin. Then Hans would take the boat through the 
locks and past the German sentries who all knew him 
well and were used to seeing him come and go. Besides, 
he held a special pass authorizing him to make such trips. 


: Once the boat was out of sight of the harbor, Hans could 
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be put ashore further down the coast and from then on 
it was up to Dronkers to navigate himself to England. 
If he kept a westward course he was bound to hit it. 

“That was the plan,” said Dronkers, “and, praise God, 
it worked. But not before various things happened which 
nearly scared me out of my wits. I had a young friend 
who was desperately anxious to get to England and _ 
finally agreed to take him along. And then he had a — 
friend who was equally keen to go. I didn’t like the idea 
of having a third person on that small boat but in the 
end I gave in. 

“There we were, the three of us, crouched in that 
tiny cabin which smelled dreadfully. It seemed a lifetime 
Before we cast off and then an age as we crept through 
the locks. We haediy dared breathe when we heard Hans 
at the helm laughing and joking with the German sen- 
tries. And then the engine went louder and we could feel 
the boat gathering speed and rocking a bit. We were in 
the open sea. 

“When the boat was nearing the Hook, Hans ran it 
ashore. I paid him the forty pounds we had agreed on 
and I thanked him from the bottom of my heart. After 
all, I owe him my life. Forty pounds was not much to 
pay for that.” 

nodded and lit another cigarette. 

Dronkers choked down his emotion. His eyes were 
full of tears. “There’s not much more to tell you, sir,” he 
went on. “Mind you, it was not all plain sailing from then 
on. I was not much of a hand at navigating nor were 
the others. The first thing we did was to run onto a sand- 
bank. It took us hours to get afloat again and all the time 
that terrible searchlight kept traveling backward and 
forward”—he waved his hands from side to side—“across 
the sandbank where we were stuck. It was a miracle we 
weren't spotted... .” 
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about tellin: 


He breathed a deep and very audible sigh. Then he 
sprang up and, with a a of his wild joy, 
jigged his feet and tossed his hands in the air, shouting. 
“But thank God it’s all over now! Here I am, safe and 
sound in England! My troubles are over!” 

I crushed out my cigarette in an ash tray. “Dronkers,” 


I said, “I have the suspicion that your real troubles are 
just beginning.” 


2 


There was silence for a long moment. He sat down 
and stared at me. I stared back. 
“Excuse me, sir,” he said, “but I must have misheard 
ou. 
_ “No, Dronkers,” I went on. “I spoke clearly enough. 


_In my view your troubles are by no means over. You 


have n told me a most interesting story. It reminded 
me of the writings of that famous American writer, Ed- 
gar Allan Poe. But, if you remember, he called his 
stories Tales of Mystery and Imagination. That’s where 
the similarity comes in. Your story was certainly mys- 
terious and, I gather, straight from your imagination. 
In simple words—I suspect you made it all up. Now, how 
me the truth instead?” 

He stared at me again. His tongue darted across his 
dry lips. And then his blank astonishment gave way to 
anger. 

“I beg your pardon, sir. Are you accusing me of ly- 


ing? It’s a monstrous charge. I find myself gravely in- 


sulted!” 

I leaned forward. “Tell me, Dronkers, why should 
your friend Hans want to commit suicide?” 

He blinked. “Suicide? What do you mean?” 

“That Rotterdam businessman—the one who owned the 
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boat. He must have missed it by now, don’t you think? 
The German sentries could tell him that Hans had taken 
it out of the harbor but now Hans has come back but 
the boat has disappeared. It seems odd, doesn’t it? The 
businessman won't like to lose this good boat in wartime 
when boats are hard to replace. He’ll probably put the 
Gestapo onto Hans—and what story can Hans te which | 
will satisfy them? The Gestapo can be pretty tough 
when they like.” 

Dronkers stared at me again. 

I went on. “Did it never occur to you—or to Hans 
himself—that he was virtually committing suicide—and all 
for the miserable sum of forty pounds?” 

Dronkers shook his head. ‘There were tears in his eyes. _ 
“Good God,” he muttered, “we hadn’t thought of that.” 

“Further,” I said, “a man who goes to Rotterdam to 
find a boat that will take him secretly to England would 
never visit the only smart luxury café that wasn’t flat- 
tened by the bombing. Now why did you do that? You 
went to the one and only place in Rotterdam where you 
would be certain mot to meet any sailors. Why didn’t 
you go to any dockside pub where there’d always be 
plenty of sailors?” 

Dronkers assumed an air of much resignation. “Wheth- 
er you believe me or not, sir, I have told you the truth.” 

“Have you? Truth may often be strange but this passes 
the bounds of belief. How do you explain that in this 
posh, crowded café you should bump into the one man— 
probably in all Holland—who could help you? And 
weren’t you taking an awful risk in blurting out your 
story to a complete stranger? He might easily have been 
a Gestapo agent, mightn’t he? And, above all, how could 
a smart fellow like Hans risk certain imprisonment, tor- 
ture and death for a miserable forty pounds? Give me a 
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_ satisfactory answer to all those questions and perhaps 
Tl believe you.” 

_ Dronkers sighed. “I can only repeat that I have told 
_ you the truth, sir.” 

I shook my head. “Dronkers, I know exactly what 
you are. A liar. I even know who has sent you on this 
errand. Herr Strauch of the German Secret Service, 
wasn’t it? PIL give you exactly twenty-four hours to 
think things over. Tomorrow at this time you will come 
and see me again—and perhaps you'll tell me the truth 
then.” 

“I have already told you the truth, sir.” 

As I rang for the guards to come and-escort him away, 
I looked at him with renewed respect. He was going to 
be tougher to break than I had at first suspected. He was 
so convinced of his rectitude that for a moment I won- 
dered whether his story might not just be true. But I 
quickly dismissed the thought. He was a spy and I was 
going to make him confess it. 

Just before he left the room he fired a parting shot. He 
would write to the highest authorities and let them know 
that they were harboring a Himmler. (He did indeed 
write those letters, one to Queen Wilhelmina, one to the 
King of England and one to Mr. Winston Churchill, but 
they were never delivered to the august addressees.) 

As the door closed behind him I sat back and lit a ciga- 
rette. I ran over the outlines of his story in my mind. 
More than ever, I was certain that he had told a tissue of 
lies and that he was a spy. I resolved to make him admit 

it but I did not then realize that the task would take thir- 
teen days and nights of unremitting labor. 
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I have already stressed the importance of searching the 
belongings of all refugees. ‘Timmermans, for example, 
would never have been apprehended if he had not carried 
those three damning pieces of evidence in his wallet. It 
has been my experience that every spy carries some 
incriminating either on his person or in his luggage, t 
may be insignificant or some object that would only be” 
noted by the trained searcher but it is always there for 
the finding. A spy has two jobs to perform. He has first 
of all to find the information he is looking for and then 
he has to pass it on to the quarter where it will be best 
used or acted upon. To achieve this twofold task he 
usually requires an aide-mémoire consisting either of 
notes on the information required or perhaps the foreign 
address to which he must send that information and often 
notes on both points. He may also carry the means, such 
as a microcamera, for passing the information in a secret 
manner, 

If a spy possesses sufficient resolution and strength of 
character and if he has been properly trained, no amount 
of interrogation by itself will make him confess. Only 
physical torture would achieve that end and, as I have 
already explained, British Counter-Intelligence draws 
the line wal short of torture. 

So I fell into a certain routine with Mynheer Dronkers. 
Every day I made him repeat his story over and over 
again. Every day I pointed out the same huge improba- 
bilities and asked him the same point-blank questions. 
And every day like clockwork I got the same unvarying 
answer, “I have told you the truth, sir.” : 

I was too busy during the daytime with other cases 
apart from his to spend time on searching his belongings. 
So each night I took a neat parcel of them back to my 
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_ Chelsea flat and after dinner, while often the air-raid 
_ Sirens howled and sometimes bombs came crashing down 

in the neighborhood, I worked at the contents of the 

parcel until the small hours of the morning. On a bare 
~ table under a powerful electric light I placed his ordinary 
_ belongings and then concentrated on each in turn. 

_ First the silver watch and chain. I examined each link 
_. of the chain under a microscope. There was no incrimi- 
_, hating sign on any one. I took the watch to pieces, scruti- 


| nized the inside and outside of the case, examined the 


_ gears for telltale scratches, removed the mainspring, held 
the microscope over each jewel. I found nothing. 
-Next came a pocketknife. I peered for a long time at 
the blade and the bone handle, covering each millimeter 
systematically. Then I stripped the bone from the handle 
and punched out each of the retaining screws. Again I 
found nothing. 
The next item was a packet of cheap Dutch cigarettes, 
_ “North State.” I stripped each one, tested the flimsy 
_ paper for writing in invisible ink, then sifted the harsh to- 
_ bacco. I tested the crumpled paper packet inside and out. 
I could find nothing. Yawning, I rubbed my smarting 


_ @yes and decided to call off the search in favor of a few 


hours’ sleep for what remained of the night. 
~ Next day after another fruitless interrogation of the 
_ sullen, resentful Dronkers, I decided to try another ex- 
_ pedient. The two men who had escaped with him, 
though an oddly assorted pair, had both been found 
genuine. One had been a postal clerk in The Hague and 
_ thus a colleague of Dronkers, He was a thin, fragile little 
fellow with a persistent sniffle, a case of chronic catarrh 
and possibly tuberculosis as well. But a bright spirit 
burned inside his meager frame and he wanted desper- 
ately to volunteer for the Free Dutch Army. The other 
was a half-caste Malayan Dutch and although he was 


prone to exaggerations which sometimes strayed across 
the boundaries of truth, we had finally found him harm- 
less enough. 

‘I sent for this latter talkative man and when he and 
Dronkers were assembled in my office, I made some ex- 
cuse for leaving them. I hurried to the commandant’s 
room across the corridor and listened to their conver- 
gation which was picked up by the microphone hidden 
in the plain white shade of the electric light. Dronkers 
answered the other man’s voluble questions and state- 
ments with monosyllables or grunts. Nothing in what 
tither of them said or left unsaid was in any way incrimi- 
nating. After listening for nearly ten minutes I realized 
that nothing would be gained from this method and so 
returned to my room. Dismissing the half-caste, I car- 
ried on interrogating Dronkers but again to no effect. 
To any statement or question I might put to him he 

posed that monotonous sentence, “I have told you 
truth, sir.” 

And so the days and the nights passed with no results 
gained either by questioning Dronkers by day nor by ex- 
amining his belongings by night. I had now got on to 
the newspapers and maps he had brought and I spent 
hours at my fireside poring over every square inch of 
paper, patiently and scrupulously testing both sides under 
the microscope and with special chemicals. There were 
times as I lit yet another cigarette and sipped yet an- 
Other cup of coffee when I wondered whether I was 
Wasting all these hours to no purpose. Could it be that 
my overzealousness had led me astray and, if Dronkers 
were innocent, I was searching in a haystack for a needle 
that did not exist? Had I, who had always warned my 

unior colleagues against forming impressions and allow- 
ine their intuitions to carry them away, been guilty of 

such an error myself? . 
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The next morning I confronted Dronkers again. I 
accused him of being a spy and a traitor to his country. 
And his only reply was the same sentence which rang in 
my ears every time I saw or thought of him. 

“I have told you the truth, sir.” He said it in a tired, 
resigned way, almost as though he were as tired of me as 
I indeed was of him. Perhaps he was. 

“Now, look here, Dronkers, you have stuck to your 
guns very well. I congratulate you on your tenacity. But 
you don't really think that all this stubbornness is going 
to get you anywhere, do you? Don’t you realize that you 

_ will never get out of here alive? You are a spy and I 
know you are a spy. I can keep on asking you questions 
longer than you can keep on giving me the same answer. 
Sooner or later, you will have to give in. Why do you 
prolong your own agony? Why don’t you admit the 
truth that you are a spy and put an end to all this ques- 
tioning?” 

There was a moment of complete silence inside the 
room, marred only by the sound of footsteps in the cor- 
ridor outside and by the distant humming of traffic pass- 
ing through Clapham. Dronkers stood up slowly and 
stared at me. He raised one hand, the index finger point- 
ing to the ceiling. In spite of my outward control I could 
feel my muscles turning with excitement. Was this the 
long-awaited breaking point? 

“Sir,” said Dronkers impressively, “in the name of the 
God I worship and in the name of my dead father whom 
I loved and who is assuredly in Heaven, I swear to you 
solemnly that I am faithful to my country and to the 
House of Orange. I am not a spy.’ 

My muscles relaxed and I leaned back in my chair. I 
said—I could say—nothing. 

Suddenly Dronkers sat down and burst into tears. For 
Over a quarter of an hour his shoulders twitched and 
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fresh sobs broke-out. I sat there looking at him as he 
slowly regained his composure. 

“All the same, Dronkers, you are a spy and I am deter- 
mined to prove it.” 


4 


On the twelfth evening I had come to the last of 
Dronkers’ possessions. It was a bulky zee of Kramer’s 
Dutch-English dictionary. The covers and flyleaves were 
Stained by the salt water of the sea. Somewhere within 
those seven hundred ages lurked the clue to the Dron- 
Kkers case—or else I fad wasted nearly a fortnight of 
concentrated work on attempting to pin guilt onto an 
innocent man. There lay the dictionary on my table. 
Nearby was a large ash tray piled already to overflowing 
with the innumerable cigarette ends I had crushed into 
it, Outside the night was hideous with the sounds of a 
severe air raid, the repeated sharp barking of antiaircraft 
güns and the shriek and thud of falling bombs. 

Lighting up another cigarette and sipping from a cup 
of bitter black coffee, Í examined the outside of the 
covers, peeling off the binding and even cutting it down 
the spine of the book. I found no evidence. There was 
only one thing left to do. Every word on every line of 
a closely-printed dictionary, seven hundred pages in 
length, had to be scrutinized under the microscope. 

I began this wearing task and the hours went by as I 
turned page after page. The all clear went. Switching off 
the light I closed my aching eyes and went over to pull 
the heavy black-out curtain. The sky was red with the 
light of burning fires and also with the approaching dawn. 
An air-raid warden, helmet in hand, went stumbling past 
With fatigue written on every line of his body. His face 
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_was black with the grime of fires and debris. I sipped a 


glass of iced water, then returned to the dictionary. 

Page followed page and I had found nothing. I was 
now more than halfway through the book and as I turned 
each page and focused the microscope on its successor I 
knew that another chance of proving Dronkers’ guilt 
had been eliminated. 

And then, as I scrutinized page 432, I sat back and 
gasped with relief. There was the clue—a tiny pinprick 


- under a capital letter “F.” At last I knew the method by 


which Dronkers had worked and I was certain that there 
would be other fatal paprice under other letters in the 
remaining pages of the dictionary. There were. I jotted 
them down in pencil as they occurred. Fortunately they 
were in their proper sequence or else I should have had 
two tricky anagrams to solve. At last all the pinpricks 
were noted on a piece of scribbling paper. They formed 
two names and addresses to which Dronkers was to have 
sent whatever information he managed to secure. The 
first was in Stockholm; it read: Froeken Annette Yschale, 
Grevmagnigatan, 13-V. The other was in Lisbon and 
read: Fernando Laurero, Rua Souza Martin. 

Relieved that the work of thirteen days had culminated 
successfully and rs perhaps a little disappointed because 
the attainment of a goal that has been striven for desper- 
ately is often something of an anticlimax, I snatched a 
few hours’ sleep. On my return to the Royal Victoria 
Patriotic School, I sent for Dronkers. When he entered 
the room I noticed for the first time how old he seemed 
and how bent. He slumped down in the wicker chair on 
the other side of my desk and watched me apathetically. 
He was obviously as bored as I was with our daily meet- 
ings but, unlike me, he did not realize that this was to be 
the last of them. i 

I took from a pocket the piece of paper on which were 
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written the names and addresses of Dronkers’ two for- 
eign “contacts.” I unfolded it and smoothed out the 
¢reases before placing it on the table. 
| “Dronkers,” I said, “for the hundredth time, do you 
admit that you are a spy?” 
The response came automatically, as though I had 
pressed the right button. “I have told you the truth, sir.” 
I turned the damning piece of paper upside down so 
that he could read its contents. In the still room my voice 
sank to a whisper. “Dronkers, you were born a Dutch- 
man but you will be hanged as a traitor. Read those two: 


lines. Now will you confess to being a spy?” 


It was the end. Dronkers realized that the game was 
up. His stubborn resistance crumbled. He broke down 
and confessed everything. Yes, he was a spy. He had in- 
deed been sent by Herr Strauch, that pillar of the German 
Secret Service who frequented the Café Atlanta in Rot- 
terdam. “Hans” had of course been in league with the 
Germans. The other passengers were entirely innocent 
and had only been brought along to give semblance to 
Dronkers’ story. 

Soon a stenographer was taking down Dronkers ram- 
bling statement which needed only a few questions and 
prompting to reveal all the sordid details. In a matter of 
minutes the confession was typed out and he had signed 
it. The case was complete. Professionally I had no further 
interest in him but from a personal point of view I 


‘wanted to find the mainspring that had driven this petty 


official, the epitome of the rather smug bourgeois, to 
treachery. í 

“Tell me, Dronkers, what made you do it? What made 
you, an honest man, stoop to t is unspeakable crime 
against your country?” 

He sat there, utterly abject, with all resistance gone. 
Slowly and stumblingly he told me the story and some- 
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thing like pity stirred in me as I listened. This man, 
grown gray and worn before his time with poong and 
scraping, who had never known the finer thi gs of life, 
had one aim which was completely unselfish and even 


noble. It was his utter devotion to his wife. He had in- 


deed meddled with black market activities but not with 


any success as he had previously claimed. He had been 
eventually faced with dowongte poverty and starvation 
which he could have endured for himself but could not 
bear to see his wife suffering. So he had volunteered to 
spy for the Germans as a last resort. They had promised 
to pay his wife the meager sum equivalent to £15 per 
month for three months and, on his return, a job for 
himself worth £200 a year—if he returned. And he would 
have to make his own way back without any assistance 
from them. It was a good bargain—from de German 
point of view. 

And here he was, only a fortnight after he had left 


that he had-risked everything for his wife’s sake, I 
lieved him, for the first time in thirteen days. 


Holland on his desperate errand. As he told me ay 
1 


5 


He appeared before Mr. Justice Wrottesley in the Cen- 
tral Criminal Court on the thirteenth, sixteenth and 
oo of November, 1942. He was condemned to 

eath. ! . ; 
On the fourteenth of December he appealed against the 
sentence. The appeal was heard before the Lord Chief 
Justice and was timately rejected.. 

On New Year’s Eve, 1942, he was hanged in Wands- 
worth Prison. 


CHAPTER VIN 
Never Say Die 
1 


Arrer the Normandy landing I was ordered to 
go to the Continent with a staff of six security officers 


‘as head of the Netherlands Counter-Intelligence Mission, 
‘attached to Supreme Headquarters Allied Expeditionary 


Forces. In that capacity I was given the task, jointly with 
British Security, of “cleaning up” and then maintaining 


‘the security of the lines of communication behind the 


advancing Allied Armies which by then had broken out 
of the Normandy bridgehead and were rolling across 


France and Belgium into Holiand. 


It was not an easy job for a man on the eve of his fifty- 
fifth birthday. Living under field service conditions with 
irre meals, journeys by car along pate shell- 

ocked roads, snatching a few hours’ sleep without the 
Eo of undressing was in itself quite arduous. I do not 
want the reader to accuse me of false heroics or sgt 
because my lot was as nothing compared with that of the 
front-line troops whose privations and danger were ten 
times as great. But I was no longer a young man and al- 
though I could keep going I had lost that priceless ad- 
vantage of youth—the elasticity of body and spirit which 
enables an exhausted rie to regain his normal strength 

r only a few hours of rest. 

aee were also enough jobs to do which would have 
filled the twenty-four hours of the day twice over and 
still have left a surplus. In every town that was liberated 
there were accusations and counteraccusations that this or 
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that petty official was a collaborator. Everyone who had an 
old score to pay off would come forward with the most 
realistic charges of helping the enemy directed against 
some political or business opponent. All these charges 
-had to be investigated, questions had to be asked, inter- 
rogations and cross-examinations undertaken. Sooner or 
later the truth, or an approximation to the truth, would 
be reached but it all took precious time, and meanwhile 
the unheard cases were piling up. The Germans, true to 
form and tenacious to the last, left saboteurs and spies 
behind their retreating forces, with orders to blow up 
this bridge or that arsenal or merely to report back the 
progress and order of battle of the advancing Allies. Such 
men and women had to be rounded up and rendered 
harmless. Over and above my normal duties, I had the 
added excitement and strain of being on the fringe of a 
case which turned out to be the biggest I was ever to 


-~ handle and which I propose to discuss in detail in a later 


chapter. 

hen, to add to my troubles, my hand-picked staff of 
six security officers began to emulate the “ten little In- 
dian boys.” The American forces, who were in desperate 
need of additional trained men on the securi side, bor- 


` rowed two of them and when I bade them ‘ Aw revoir” 


it should have been “Good-by.” I never saw either of 


_ them again during the rest of the war. Then I was or- 


dered to “lend” two more to the British Armies and this 
was another case of “hail and farewell.” Finally the Ca- 
nadian Army secured my two survivors and although I 
tried time and again to put pressure on the higher author- 
ities to effect their return I was unsuccessful. So, single- 
handed, I was forced to undertake the work for which 
seven of us had previously been woefully inadequate. 
Looking back, I realize that if I had been able to plan m 

staff on the lavish lines engaged by the bigger Head- 
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I could have found sufficient employment for 
E A one hundred officers and men. Yet at 
weeks, without proper transport or the oeny an 
authority which would have smoothed my path, ad 
to scour the hundreds of miles behind the broad front o 
the armies which by then were advancing swiftly into 
ey the time that S.H.A.EF. had been set up in Brussels 
and I had reached Eindhoven in southern Holland, I t 
myself to be on the verge of a nervous breakdown. Tha 
lost nearly two stone in weight—and I am not norpan a 
man who carries much spare flesh. I was in the grip of a 
ceaseless headache by day, accentuated by ragin ages 
nia by night. My appetite was gone as though it ha 
never existed. Neuritis made it an agony for me to, stay 
in one position for any length of time and yet I was 
mentally and physically tired to want to move ene 
felt that I was at the end of my tether and in a short while 
nature confirmed my suspicions. On December 22, 1944, 
ollapsed. 
A fhend rushed me to Security Headquarters at B 
sels and from there I was sent to a Military Hospital for 
examination. The specialist, a major, gave me the most 
thorough and a se examination I have ever under- 
‘one. It lasted for an hour and a half, during which time 
he asked me all the details of my family medical ia 
questions on my way of life, my antecedents and as 
of many other subjects which to my lay mind en ok 
seem particularly relevant. He probed and tapped an 
rodded me all over, examining my heart, lungs, stomach, 
ack, indeed it seemed every organ I possessed. = 
Specialist in other kinds of examinations I metaphorically 
took off my hat to this doctor for his thoroughness. . 
As I was dressing again afterward, he scribbled out his 
diagnosis on a piece of paper, signed it and sealed it in 
119 


an envelope which he handed to me. He said in an off- 
hand way that I ought to report back to England without 
delay and, when I arrived, I was to hand the letter to my 
own doctor. 

I had interrogated too man ople to be put off b 
his apparently casual air. Bee E most of us nated 
when one’s own state of health is the topic of the moment, 
one becomes hypersensitive to nuances of speech and 
manner. 

“I am not a child, Doctor,” I said. “Into the bargain I 
neve that whatever else I may be, I am not a coward. 
Tell me straight what is the matter with me.” 

He hummed and hawed and muttered something about 
professional etiquette. 

“Etiquette be damned,” I said. “I am bound to find out 
when I reach London, aren’t I? Well then, tell me what’s 
wrong now.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “All right. In my opinion 
you are suffering from an advanced case of cancer in the 
abdomen with secondaries in both lungs. I didn’t want to 
tell you but you asked for it.” 

At the word “cancer” my heart seemed to stop beating. 
There was something so final about that word. 

“Is it—too late for an operation?” I asked. 

He looked me straight in the face and then nodded. 
“Tm afraid so,” he said. 

‘How long do you give me then?” 

It’s hard to tell. With some people it takes a good time, 


with others not.” 


“How about me?” - 

“Well, if you press me, I should say—two months, per- 
haps three. But it’s impossible to say exactly.” He broke 
off and gave me a wry smile which was all sympathy. 

Tm sorry, old chap, it’s damned hard to break the news 
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when it’s this way. But ya did insist on my telling you 
the truth. Good-by—and good luck.” 

He shook my hand and somehow I managed to walk 
outside into the fresh air. Suddenly I realized the keenness 
of perception that comes to a condemned man. The very 
air had a nip and a fs that I had forgotten. As I stood 
there, drawing deep breaths into those lungs that were 
already, it seemed, disintegrating under the deadly, bur- 
towing disease, the sharp outlines of the houses, the 
rumble of military lorries, the colored scarves and shawls 
of the Belgian women passing by took on a strange 
clarity. In two days’ time it would be Christmas Eve. And 
then I realized. It would be the last Christmas I should 
see on this earth. Every beat of my pulse was like a drum- 
beat marching me down that road and I was very near 
the end of it. 

For hours I wandered through the cold streets of 
Brussels in a daze. It seemed like a nightmare from which 
I would presently wake up, safe and sound, but the 
sharp corners of the envelope which held my “death 
sentence” reminded me of reality every time my fingers 
strayed to my pocket. Somehow I reached Headquarters 
and put in an application for an air passage back to Lon- 
don. I wanted to leave at once, like an animal that makes 
for its own burrow at the end, but as it was so near 
Christmas all homebound planes were booked up. The 
earliest day I could leave was the twenty-seventh of 
December. I shrugged my shoulders cynically when I got 
over the initial disappointment. Let the dying make way 
for the living at this time of celebration. What did a day 
here or a day there matter to a man who could not fly 
away from his fate? 

I returned to the mess to which I was attached. Being 
posted back to the United Kingdom at such short notice 
needed explaining, at least to the few good friends I had. 
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__ the fact that it’s impossible to 


tion by a Harley Street specialist,” he said. 


Bad news travels fast and soon 
€ every officer i 
Was aware of my reason for leaving aiie = fon d x 
‘time. The embarrassed sympathy, so inarticulate aad 
cong ~ those decent Englishmen is difficult to de. 
scribe. can say is that this was certain] t 
Christmas I have ever s i a 
ha pent and it was eff i 
aa the majority of my companions, I at inde The 
> s Pia at the feast.” y q 
n December 27 I flew back to Lond 

7 eae Z an oo with ay nes ie 
: ted him with the specialist’s di is and 
he then examined me. After a while he asked, “I suppose 


your Army specialist 

reached he cee! Vee ee eae 
oe I said. 
“What? He didn’t X-ra 

> ay you? How on 

giving aed conclusion on a grave Hes en 
i ou a barium meal and then an X-ray? F 

tia rd this preliminary examination Hea fiad o 

of your having cancer but of course I must stress 


ie f ; c be dogmatic wi 
detailed tests, including X-rays. At Tease, A 


assed civilian medico it’s impossi 
pay. takes a different view.” a. spre rl 
omewhere within me a flicker of hope was beginnin 


to melt the icy numb 3 g 
e nowa p ap bness that had possessed me, “What 


I e : 
Il arrange for you to be given a detailed examina- 


toe i “The sooner 
ee Could you be available tomorrow, for in- 
I nodded. ï could hard} 
€ y trust myself to speak. 
i wy it was arranged. On the ollowing aay I visited 
ne atley Street specialist and after I had managed to 
ow the nauseating barium meal, I was Kaai in 
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the greatest detail. Two days later, I was summoned to 
see my own doctor again. Sick with waiting and still 
wondering what the final answer would be, I walked 
into his consulting room. I began to realize how the con- 


‘demned man feels on the morning of his execution when 


he knows that a last-minute reprieve has been urgently 
sought. 

_ My doctor greeted me heartily. He was rubbing his 
SeA with glee. “Well, Pinto,” he said, “I’m the bearer 
of good tidings. No doctor likes to disagree publicly with 
his learned colleague but I must tell you that your Army 
‘specialist has come a cropper this time. There’s not a 
trace of cancer in that system of yours. Certainly you're 
suffering from complete exhaustion and nervous debility. 
Any fool can see that. But there’s nothing organically 


the matter with you. A couple of months’ complete rest — 


will see you one hundred per cent fit again and hopping 
about like a sparrow. Well, say something. Anyone would 
think you wanted to die.” 

. I could say nothing. In that moment I knew the sensa- 
tion of being reprieved on the eve of one’s execution. 


2 


For the next three months I enjoyed a complete rest. 
Once the Ardennes offensive, that fast despairing effort at 
attack by the Germans, was checked, then broken, it 
seemed inevitable that the war in oe Hi was grinding to 
a halt. I realized that there would be plenty of Pe 
awaiting my return but for a short while I shrugged off 
thoughts of the future. I was content to relax and let the 
days drift by, knowing that this was the first period of 
inactivity, mental and poal, that had come my way 
for nearly five and a half years. 
‘Meanwhile I gathered that the news of the impending 
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death of-Lieutenant Colonel F 
rank Jackson, whi 
the name I was known by at SHLA.EF., sie Sam 
Sona cic Security circles and was no doubt w 
wg I 1 to the enemy. There could be few t ‘ 
Aa death,” I realized. “Frank Jackson” had Pem e the 
t a or the opportunity to make many friends in his 
ai . There would no doubt be many more—on the enem 
7 ae whom news would be a matter of sjoiiine. 
of. i 
ae behets my peaceful resting I could hardly 
By the end of March, 1945, I w: 
: ; » I was completel 
A aes bp oe returned to dar ra dee ‘Chee 
- Not six weeks later came V-E D ith it 
the entire liberation of the north Wee pa 
ern pro ‘Hol- 
land where pockets of German Hobos hid Salk er 
ce fanatically. My duties took me to The Hague 
oa. sie one of my first tasks was to interrogate 
he ; Who was not a German but a Dutch collabo- 
He was held in the political prison ni 
Orange Fost” e political prison nicknamed “The 
ingen, near The Hague. The Canadian mili 
a oe as Sh een which a special wing font ee 
aE y postica! prisoners and suspected spies or collab- 
This particular prisoner had been “put i 
en “put s 
y if Ni Dutch Resistance thar he nee 
e ü ie e o a 
ee ate ress black S.S. uniform. A strip of red and 
doubt) proud possessor of an I 
oubt) p ron Cross. As I 
ine, inte ve his little piggy AAA 
i caring, which made him seem an i 
a caricature of the qualities for which the ee cae ha 
_torious, I thought to myself that this could only be an 
open-and-shut case. No man caught so red-handed in 


at the popular seaside resort, Scheven- 


n on the tunic denoted that he was the (no 
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the full regalia of the enemy could find a plausible ex- 
cuse. But I was wrong. 

We went straight to the point in the cross-examina- 
tion. “So you're a collaborator,” I said. “It’s going to be 
rather difficult for you to explain away this smart uni- 
form, isn’t it?” 

He bristled with righteous indignation. “How dare you 
accuse me of being a collaborator? I am a good Dutch- 
man who has done well by his country.” sea 

I stared at him. “You—a good Dutchman? By the same 
token, I suppose that Goering is the thinnest man alive 
and Himmler a Sunday School teacher. If you're such 
a a petit how comes it that you were arrested in 
that uniform? And did the Germans honor you with their 
Iron Cross for being a good Dutchman? Its a strange 
world but this is beyond my powers of belief.” 

“You've got it all wrong, sir,” he replied. “I admit it 
looks odd for a Dutchman to be seen in this rig-out but I 
‘can explain everything.” He was working imself up 
into a rage. “It’s a crying injustice for a man who has 
risked his life time and again for his country to be flung 
without warning into this prison when all the real col- 
laborators and friends of the dirty Hun are rolling around 
at liberty and even being made a fuss of. Now the Ger- 
mans are kicked out, they’ve all crept out of their holes 
and dropped into the cushy jobs. To see them rolling 
around in their cars and living off the fat of the land 
you'd never think they’d been hand in glove with the 

enemy. And here am I, an honest man, who’s done a 
tough job, rotting in prison. It’s not fair.” 
I let his tirade run down. “Well, tough man,” I said, 
“tell me some more. This is intriguing.” 

“Oh, I can see you don’t believe me, sir, but it’s the 
truth. I swear it. I joined the S.S. because I was ordered 
to do so. By a high-up officer in the Secret Service. He- 
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Save me very definite instructions, how I was to enroll, 
what I was to reply to their questions and so forth. And 
once I’d enlisted he told me what to look out for and 
what facts to discover. He even arranged for me to re- 
port once a month to one of his liaison officers. I was to 
meet this fellow in Rotterdam. At the quayside, the 
Boompjes, they call it.” 

I did not believe this story for I had heard too many 

variations on it in the course of many years. It struck 

, Ine, however, that a court-martial might possibly uphold 
it, unless definite proof to the contrary could be ob- 
tained. There were indeed many genuine cases where 
agents had been infiltrated into the enemy forces and 
such men not only risked their lives daily but at the end 
of hostilities ran the added risk of being accused and 
sentenced as collaborators with the enemy. It was just 
possible that this present man was genuine but I did not 
think so. In any case, a decision had to be made one way 
or the other, so the Cross-examination went on. 

“All right,” I said. “You had to meet this liaison officer 
Once a month at Rotterdam and pass on any useful infor- 
mation you picked up. What was his name, so that I can 
have it checked in our records?” 

The prisoner smiled in a superior way. “In Secret Serv- 
ice work, sir, a man does not go around asking for names 
and addresses. The less you know about a man personally 
the less there is to give away. I never asked him his name 
and never told him mine. We had too much important 
business to transact to waste time swapping our cards,” 

“I see. Thank you for giving me that tip on Secret 
Service work. It may come in useful. Since you cannot 
tell me the name of this anonymous liaison officer, is 
there anything more you can tell me about him?” 

He thought for a moment. “Well, sir, I met him, as [ 
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told you, through the instructions of this high-up in the 

| HNA oe » | said, “now we're getting somewhere. This 
| h-u - on must surely have known something more 

id io one him, his name and so forth. You've only 
fot to tell me his name and I can get him to confirm your 

If he does so, you'll be out of here like a shot. a 

j lic risoner shook his head and looked sorrowful. 
MT hat's ust the point, sir. If my old friend were available, 
Be aia still be rotting in this cell. He’d have a 
fe leased ages ago. But the unfortunate thing is—he’s 
dead.” wae 
' “Dead! Did the Gestapo get him: l 
i Eo him, sir! The Gestapo could never catch m 
he’s far too slippery for them. No, he died a natural death, 
Ee us the arer with him?” 

“What was the matter f t 
ij Ne Pile it was cancer, sit—a cancer in the Dire : 
C I had a strange sensation a my own ae G 
m t. I went on, “Well, that’s a great pi 
Ba. Even if he’s dead he may still be able to help yo 
f bu can tell me his name, I can make inquiries a 
robably there’ll be some mention of you in T op 
cret documents, or one of his assistants may be able to 
now about your case. Now, what's his name? : 

_ The answer came without hesitation. “Jackson, sir. 

i t Colonel Frank Jackson.” 
ange for me to keep a straight face. I found 
‘it necessary to sneeze abruptly and take my time over 
_wipi nose. - re CE 
M vE, T think I've heard of hint,” I said. “But I a 

know he had died. Still, when you’re moving aroun a 
4 reat deal, you miss a lot of news. Anyway, let 80 hie 
E this Colonel Frank Jackson who gave you detaile 
orders to join the S.S., was it? 
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“Yes, sir.” 

“Had you known him for long?” 

“Oh yes, sir. For years. Many’s the job I’ve done for 
him.” 

“So Colonel Jackson trusted you implicitly, did he?” 

“Oh, indeed, sir. He knew Ëd do anything for him— 
risk my life if he gave the word. And he’d do anything 
for me, sir. If he were still alive, he’d have got me out of 
this long before now.” 

“I don’t think you've much to worry about, even if 
he’s dead. I shall have to make the usual inquiries but it 
seems a straightforward case, and somewhere in Colonel 
Jackson’s headquarters we ought to come across the man 
or the documents that will clear you. As a matter of in- 
terest, because although I’ve heard a good deal about 
Colonel Jackson I never actually met him face to face, 
can you describe him to me?” 

The prisoner screwed up his face in concentration. “I 
am not much good at describing people’s looks and be- 
sides there wasn’t anything remarkable about his appear- 
ance.” The man’s face lit up with a lucky inspiration. “I 
think that was part of his success, sir. He got by so well 
in Secret Service work just because he wouldn’t stand 
out in a crowd. On the whole, he was pretty average to 
look at, average height and build, no peculiarities I can 
recall.” 

“I see. Would you say he was anything like me to look 
at, for instance?” 

The prisoner looked at me and then laughed. “Good 
God, no! He wasn’t a bit like you, sir.” 

“That’s all right then,” I said. “Well, your case seems 
pretty straightforward and Pm glad to have had this chat 
with you. As soon as I’ve had the chance of checking 
your story with the records, I’ll make sure you're moved 
on from here. And seeing what you've done for your 
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country, I’ll make it my business to see you get what you 
© Oh, thank ou very much, sir. I can’t tell you how 
much I appreciate your kindness.” : 

_ “Think nothing of it. Pd do as much for any man in 


E position. By the way, you could do one thing for 
e”? ; 


_ “What’s that, sir?” He was eager to please. 
| “After I’ve eae youll Se a remember all sorts of 
etails about the secret work you've dene. They might 
Come in very useful and in any case I’d be interested to 
imow the details of your dangerous job. At your leisure 
you could jot down all your memoirs of what you've 
E. these past few years and don’t leave out anything, 
however insignificant it might seem. ri arrange with the 
warden for you to have all the writing material you re- 
uire. When you've finished your notes, I’d like you to 
and them over to the warden and if they’re properly ad- 
dressed to me, he can forward them on.” 
_ “Very good, sir. PIL do my best.” As an afterthought 
he added, “By the way, sir, who shall I address the notes 
to? I’m afraid I don’t know your name.” mee 
_Isaid nothing for a moment and just stared at him. “My 
fname? In this job I’m known as Jackson—Lieutenant 
Colonel Frank Jackson!” 


i Aa P 4 Nagle llet, 
j : carry the military specialist’s diagnosis in my wa 
ewan and partly to remind myself that even experts 
ol occasionally make errors. 
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CHAPTER IX 


He Talked in the End 


As has already been 
gerous for a Counter-Intelligence officer to trust to his 
impressions of suspects. The expert spy will be trained 
to create a good impression; part of his stock in trade may 
be his open, honest-seeming countenance and his air of 
frankness. He is out to establish the idea that he is a 
genuine and decent citizen and, if he is anything of an 
actor, his ability will be diverted to that end. A really 
honest and innocent man, on the other hand, will not be 


ointed out, it is always dan- | 


practiced at creating good impressions, unless he happens | 


to be a salesman or commercial traveler in private life 
where the ability to express a pleasant personality is 
important. Further, the innocent man has not the same 
pressing need to establish his integrity under a cross-ex- 
amination. He knows that he is innocent and expects his 
ee to realize the fact without assistance from 
‘ It is therefore unwise to jump to conclusions at first 
sight in Counter-Intelligence work. Nevertheless, the 
man with great ex erience can often make an immediate 
summing up which may appear intuitive but which is in 
fact based on certain signs that appear to him at once 
ca they would probably be missed by the un- 
trained observer. Just as an aie can sum up a set of 
plans, or at least gain a definite impression of them, at a 
glance, or an editor assess an article by skimming ee it 
quickly, so also can a trained interrogator derive im- 
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| German spy. The break-through had begun and the 


‘portant information from his first, glimpses of a suspect. 


t is unwise to follow hunches blindly, but all the same 
hunches often lead one to the demonstrable truths. 

I cannot now recall which sense or combination of 
senses warned me that Emile Boulanger may have been a 


Allied spearheads were driving into Belgium. The tanks 
and motorized infantry were thrusting ahead and the 


| restless thunder of the guns was just beyond the skyline. 
Near a road and lane junction we had set up a temporary 
‘Intelligence Headquarters, a thing of slit trenches and 
‘dugouts with their walls shored up by sandbags. The 
neighboring farm buildings and outhouses had been. 
‘taken over by Divisional Headquarters. As comparative 
“interlopers, my small unit had to fend for itself. (There 


_ were advantages. in being attached rather loosely to a 
senior headquarters. We could come and go and be our 


= 


ih 
pron 


| OWn masters for the most part. But there were disadvan- 
| tages as well. Nobody was responsible for our welfare, 
~ so when it came to finding accommodation we had to 


‘fend for ourselves as best we could.) 
To return to Emile Boulanger. He was brought to my 


“command post by two Field Security soldiers from the 


Divisional staff. They had found him wandering about 
in a dazed condition near an evacuated Belgian village 
where blackened stumps of walls and mounds of stone 
rubble were the mute results of concentrated shelling. I 
looked at Boulanger for a long time without speaking. He 
was dressed as a typical farmer and the few words I had 
heard him utter were spoken in the Belgian-French and 
with the true accent of the Walloon countryman. But 


something in his bearing and in the bright glitter of his > 


blue eyes made me suspicious. He was bull-necked and 
his muscular control differed from the shambling posture 
of the ordinary peasant in that part of the country. 
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F si 
‘You are PERE I asked. 
was a farmer,” he replied. He ith H 
hands. “Now I have no PEN The e, a = 
es my little ducks. My fields are covered F4 shell 
oles, my cottage is in bits. My wife lies there dead 

under the smashed roof. The ‘others R 
ished.” 

Suddenly he held out his hands. He bent hi i 
claws. I could see that the fingernails iaee e GS a 
, Seamed with dirt. The finger tips were scratched and raw 

Dried blood was caked in the crevices of the nails. ; 

I dug for her—my wife,” he muttered in a half whis- 
per. “She was under the ruins in the darkness and she was 
_ always afraid of the dark. I scratched like a hen—but she 
ee He lapsed into a brooding silence. 
vat you count?” I asked, breaking i i i 
Count?” He blinked at the odd fee ig a 
i: There happened to be a dish of dried beans at hand 
age by our troops from some thrifty peasant. I 
A ae e dish toward him. “Count these,” I said, 
He picked up each bean slowly and in i 
voice began in French, Apa eae > We 
reached seventy-two I stopped him. He had passed one 
test successfully. If he had E a German linguist mas- 
querading asa Walloon Belgian, he would probably have 
said the orthodox French for seventy-two: soixante- 
douze, and would not have known that Walloon farmers 
always say septante-deux for seventy-two. So far, so 
good. But I was still not satisfied that Boulanger was 
really what he purported to be—an honest Belgian farm- 
er, dazed with grief at the loss of his house and his wife. 

F ortunately there was something of a lull in my activities 

at that time and I was able to devote more attention to 

him than I would normally have been able to. If he were | 
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have gone—van- ~ 


proved innocent, no one would lose anything by it. If he 
were found guilty, we should have done a good job in 
“maintaining the security behind the advancing forward 
troops. 
C I ordered him to be put in a small room by himself. It 
“was part of a disused cowshed. The door was barred on 
‘the outside and there was a crack between two beams 
‘which acted as a natural spy hole. Through this crack he 
was kept under constant watch. Before going to bed that 


_ night, Boulanger knelt down to say his prayers. He could 


not have known that keen eyes were watching his every 


homely phrases that a Walloon village priest might have 
taught him as a child. A rat scurried across the bare floor. 
Startled, he said “Dieu!” a typical Walloon ejaculation. 
He stretched out on his mattress and seemed to drop 


asleep. 


placed against the outside of his door and lit. As the acrid 
i smoke curled under the door, several soldiers ran clatter- 
“ing down the flagged corridor, shouting “Feuer, feuer!” 
| the German for “Fire!” Boulanger stirred, appeared to 


wake up momentarily and then rolled over on his side 


i A Tite while later I arranged for some straw to be 


" corridor once more, shouting “Au feu, au feu!” the 
French for “Fire!” Boulanger sprang at once from his 
| mattress and, screaming in fear, pounded on the heavily 
barred door. When I opened it, he was sobbing prayers in 
 Belgian-French. f 
He had passed yet another test but I was still not satis- 
fied. Was he genuine or was he a German spy with an 
excellent nerve and much acting ability? It was still not 
possible to. say, although admittedly I seemed to have 
fewer grounds for doubting him. i 
Next morning I decided to try another way of testing 
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0 again. A few moments later the soldiers ran down the. 


movement yet he said his prayers in Belgian in the simple, — 


ae 


_ him. I arranged for him to be brought to my field head- 

quarters and a short while before he was due to arrive, 
— told my plan to one of my junior officers who was to be 

present at the interview. After I had asked Boulanger 
several questions, I would mutter, “Armer Kerl”? which 
means “Poor chap” in German. The officer was to reply, 

“Warum?” (“Why?”) and then he was to let me go on 

speaking in German. 

Boulanger was escorted in. On the folding camp table 

,behind which I sat were spread the few possessions we 

found on him at the time of his arrest. They were ordi- 
nary enough. There was the stub of a pencil, a bit of 
string, a sodden lump of partly chewed tobacco, a clumsy 
homemade crucifix and a few francs. There seemed to be 
ne very sinister in this pathetic collection of odds and 
ends. : 

Boulanger stood there, patient and sullen like an ani- 
mal in its stall. I turned over his few belongings and then 
oe up the pencil. “Why did you carry this on you?” 

asked, in French. 

“It is only a pencil,” he said, shrugging his strong, 
heavy shoulders. 

“Did you carry it so that you could write messages to 
the enemy?” He smiled vaguely and looked at me almost 
with contempt, as though the question were too foolish 
to require answering. 

. I turned to the security officer and said ‘in German as 
arranged, “Poor chap.” 

He took up the cue promptly. “Why?” he asked in the 
same language. 

- Still speaking German, I went on, “Because he does not 
realize that he will be hanged within an hour from now. 
It is after eleven o’clock,” I glanced at my watch, “and I 
have ordered his execution for noon. He is obviously a 
spy and cannot expect a better fate.” 


he time I was speakin : I watched Boulanger 
' ay especially his ae and ie Adam’s apple. He 
ever brave and self-controlled a man may be, he usua w 
has little control over what are technical called the 
vasomotor nerves which react automatically. Just as a 
‘man will blink unconsciously if an object suddenly ap- 
proaches his eyes, so also will a man who hears of his 
fj impending death be liable to-go pale, or blink in aston- 
- ishment or swallow as his mouth grows unbearably dry. 
f But Boulanger did none of these things. Although he must 
have known himself to be under suspicion as a spy, he | 
i stood there stolidly without moving or showing the least 
signs of alarm. The obvious deduction was that he had 
| not understood the language I had used and could not 
a e be a German spy. - il 
iy ths stage I had to tt to myself that my original 
vik summing up, based as it was on intangible evidence, 
appeared to be very wide of the mark. Perhaps it was 
stubbornness on my part or the dislike of seeing my van- 
ity wounded by a mitting I had made a mistake or even 
the prompting of my subconscious instincts. Whatever 
the reason, I decided to test Boulanger again. 
= Next day I arranged for a loyal Belgian countryman to 
_ meet my suspect. I was present at their meeting. When at 
my prompting the countryman began to talk of fotora 
H Boulanger for the first time became animated and broke 
g eagerly into the discussion. Even to my nonexpert Er 
| he seemed to know a great deal about local farming n 
i the countryman told me afterward that he had not made 


a single mistake over crops or local conditions and 
thods. À 

l ac again I had to admit reaching a dead end in my 

tests. The suspicion was growing with each rebuff that I 

had made a big mistake in suspecting him in the first 

place. After advising all the beginners who had ever 
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learned Counter-Intelligence methods from me that one 
` — should never allow first impressions to sway one’s judg- 


ment, here was I falling into that very trap with all the 
clumsy haste of the rank amateur. I sat long in the night 
trying to analyze the feelings that had made me sus- 
picious of Boulanger at first sight. Then I mentally ran 
through his actions and words from that moment to this, 
trying to find some hint or clue that would endorse my 
earlier judgment. Rack my memory as I might, I could 
not find the elusive point that would have reinforced my 


. Suspicions. F inally, before turning in for the night, I de- 


cided to one last test on him in the morning. If it 
failed, I was prepared to admit freely that I had ce hel 
suspected him o being a spy and would have him released 
on the spot. I was even prepared to make him a hand- 
some apology for having doubted him. 

He came into my office next morning and stood there, 
p as stolid and patient as ever. My head was lowered as 

read a typed document on my desk. Reaching the end, 
I took up a pen and signed at the foot of the page. Lay- 
ing down the pen, I looked up and said sharply, “So, 
jetzt bin ich zufrieden. Sie können gehen. Sie sind frei.” 
(“All right, I am now satisfied. You can go. You are 
free.”) : 

He breathed a deep sigh of relief, shook his shoulders 
as though a heavy weight had fallen from them and 
lifted his face happily to gulp in the air of freedom. 
When he heard my chuckle, he stiffened and tried to re- 
lapse into his ipa resigned posture but it was too 
late. At a quick signal the hands of his escorts were al- 
ready gripping his shoulders. i 

“Mein lieber Freund,” I said and stood up. From then 
until his execution a few days later we spoke nothing but 
his native German. 
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_ Maas and Neder Rijn bridgeheads 


CHAPTER X 


The Traitor of Arnhem 
1 


Tue case I am now going to relate is certainly the 


i i is perhaps one 
_ most important that I ever experienced and is p p 


of the most important spy cases in the whole history of 
i e. i 
opaa consider the facts. If a ee oe 
i i i ad attack a 
gomery’s daring bid for a spearhe EI 
i i i lant para- 
n forces linked up with the gal 
= ea eae a wedge of armor would have been 
ae at the heart of Germany. Successful exploitation 
of the thrust would probably have a ae 
before Christmas, 1944, six months ' 
epee the case. It is impossible to Bh cpa A a 
i: saa 5 
in the lives of soldiers an civilians which w 
Eaa from such a ccna gre the baat Honi a 
illions of pounds’ worth o levastatio om : 
buildings atid have been avoided. The Bae 
ernment alone was spending boas ii aigl St ay 
the war effort at that time. Had t e Europ wal 2 
i i ld háve saved a gigantic 
shortened by six months, it wou a 
f in the neighborhood of £2,900,000, o 
r Wher one considers what other government 
notably the United States, were jointly spending in ie 
cuting the war, the monies that might have been m 
and later devoted to reconstruction for peace o 
amount. to astronomical figures. More important sti a 
the Western Allies penetrated far into Germany and oc- 
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cupied all of Berlin and West Germ 
" ; r any befi 
A He Lalas from the east, the sa gis ca ee 
ations since 1945 might have been f i 
se eae oo ig ve been far different, 
: grounds for claiming that th 
- chute landings at Arnhem, so boldi : eee 
5S at ; idly planned and dari 
led might have been the a point E e 
2 geen en $ they ae succeeded. They did not sae: 
, as the whole world knows, but not for i. 
tary skill and courage. In fact A hem i elie yes 
of the British ability to fight o ee 
he end agai 
whelming odds. One eg aang sth De 
ds. — one man only—mad 
aa ae a soa venture from the Bee 
man name hristian Lindemans Whe h 
or not we can blame him for causing a si aod 
: six months’ - 
oeron of the European war with l its ea P 
a OA T an certainly charge him with the 
00 jes suffere the gallant airb 
during the ten days i ~ Pa 
€ ys in which the trap they had d 
into slowly closed its j CIA ee 
ae ; jaws on them. Few spies d 
traitors could claim responsibility f he ch dae 
age at one blow to ther aan Oe Si 7 sg 


2 


My job as head of the N 
b etherland = i 
gence Mision attached to SHAEF. e 
es ility of organizing in the area allotted to me the 
a Ka daa Fis the armies advancing 
ugh landers into Holland. This i 
s on ae Second Army, a nee 
ir rmies and the Canadian First A 
massive body of men and machin Oe ae 
: es. As the ta 
a Poria guns and the infantry rolled P A 
ably they left a trail of devastation and ruin behind. 


them. Inevitably, many of the unfortunate civilians who 


{ 


lived in the path of the advancing armies were rendered 

homeless by shelling and bombing, particularly in those 

areas where the retreating Germans fought savage rear- 

_ guard actions. Civil control was almost nonexistent, since 
many members of the police forces and local authorities 


who had acted during the German occupation were either 


discredited or in hiding. Looting, famine, revolt were the 


grisly camp followers of the war. The Germans had not 
een slow to exploit these circumstances and had left be- 


_ hind them spies and saboteurs to continue the war from 


the rear of the Allied lines. Everything was in confusion 


_ and many civilians were making the most of their oppor- 


tunity to pay off old scores and to indulge their wants 
free from police control. 

Law and order had to be established promptly. Nothing 
would have pleased the German forces more than to 
cause Allied front-line troops to be taken out of the line 
for the task of restoring security in the rear areas. The 
methods we adopted therefore were rough and ready 
but at least effective. Big camps were set up by taking an 
open space and enclosing it in a solid ring of barbed wire. 
Machine guns were erected around the perimeter and 
sighted to fire both inward and outward. Guards patrolled 
the wire and the one or two gates allowing entry or 
exit were manned continuously by sentries. All the home- 
less, the refugees, the suspected collaborators and spies 
were put into these camps and then gradually sorted out. 
As soon as the honest citizens could establish their inno- 
cence they were removed to more congenial quarters. 
Gradually through this constant filtering only the 
“dregs” were left and they were interrogated, tried and 
punished according to their deserts. The method in- 


-volved depriving the innocent of their liberty for several 


days, but in war unfortunately the guiltless often have to 
suffer for the good of the greater cause. We could not af- 
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ford to make mistakes that might have seriously impeded 
_ the advance of the Allied Armies. 
After Antwerp had been liberated, I had arranged for 
one of these large scala 4 camps to be erected in the 
neighborhood. I happened to be passing near the main 
gate one day when I heard a commotion and went over 
to see what was happening. It was a surprisin sight. 
Towering over the sentry on duty was a giant of a man. 
-~ Well over six feet in height he was dispro ortionately 
+ broad, with a massive chest that strained an threatened 
to split his khaki shirt. His biceps bulging against the 
sleeves of his jacket seemed to be as big as an athlete’s 
thigh. He must have weighed nearly eighteen stone but 
he was hard and solid all over, like a great monolith of a 
man. As if his physical appearance were not enough to 
make him stand out from the crowd, he was like a minia- 
ture mobile arsenal in the weapons he carried. In his 
leather belt were stuck two dark steel killing knives. A 
long-barreled Luger pistol with marksman’s sights gradu- 
ated to one thousand meters was strapped to his right 
hip. A Schmeisser submachine gun was slung across his 
huge chest and looked almost as innocuous as a water 
pistol in contrast. His pockets had a sinister bulge that to 
my eye spelled out the presence of hand grenades. 
This giant apparition had a smiling girl on each arm and 
Was surrounded by a gaggle of admiring Dutch youths, 
obviously hero-worshiping him. The sentry who was bar- 
ring his way was embarrassed and hesitant. As I ap- 
proached the group from behind, I heard the giant rumble 
ina deep voice, “Ach, these two girls are good Dutch 
patriots. Tell your Colonel that the great King Kong 
has vouched for them. They are to be released at once to 
drink wine with me.” 

I had of course heard of this “King Kong,” the daring 
leader of the Dutch resistance forces who had been given 
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. fearlessness an 


 naiveté. 


; d 
i for obvious reasons. His was a revere 
a one ied Europe for his brute strength, his 
d the brilliant coups he had engineered 
inst the Germans. But he had no right to come w 
ering into the camp, to pick up a couple of girls p 
aore them before they had been screened by a 
proper authorities. Let him by all means be a hero in 
own sphere but here he pe trespassing. tr 
ted out to him, “Come here—you. i 
He aoed round, blinked and m off the gn 
He tapped his mighty chest with a fore e that se 
to be as thick as my wrist. “Were you talking to me: 
“Yes, you. Come here.” hes 
Heaensied and then swaggered over to me, Oe 
inches above me although I am of average height. Before 
he had a chance to speak I touched the three gold stars 
his sleeve. : 
aae right do you wear those? Are you a captam 
d, if so, in what army?” a 
He expelled his breath in a growl. “Now see here, I 
wear these three stars by authority of the Dutch Interior 


—the Underground!” i 
kaly? And Er are you?” I asked with mock 


«Me?” He was astounded that anyone could be so ig- 
an He turned round to his loyal supporters T 
shrugged in dumb show as if to say that here was : 
eighth wonder of the world—a man who could nee ps 
nize the great “King Kong” at first sight. we an 
Why, Colonel, everyone knows who I am. a vo 
bellowed out. “I live at Castle Wittouck, hea qa 
of the Dutch resistance.” He paused and swe 1 tee 
mighty chest until I expected the buttons to burst o: 
shirt. “I—I am King Kong!” : 
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“The only King Kong I ever heard of,” I replied 
softly, “was a big stuffed monkey.” 

_ There was a titter from the sycophants behind him. He 
clenched his teeth and his fists so that for a moment he 
did actually resemble his cinematic namesake. My hand 
slid unobtrusively toward the Walthur automatic pistol 
I always carried in my shoulder holster. If he managed 


to grasp me in those gigantie fists I realized he could 


break me in two as easily as one snaps a dry stick. But he 


cae merely glowered at me without making a move. 


Sensing my advantage, I pressed on. “As you do not 
hold the rank of captain in the Netherlands Army, you 


~- are not entitled to wear the insignia,” I said. I reached 


out and ripped off the cloth band with the three gold 
stars which he wore on his sleeve. 
His Neanderthal jaw sagged and he changed color. By 
now my hand was hovering over the pistol butt in case 
he attacked me in a sudden frenzy of wounded pride. 


| Mh .. But he stepped backward instead of forward. For a sec- 
| - ond the great King Kong looked sheepish, like a truant 
_ schoolboy. Then mustering his self-respect he shouted, 


“I shall make a formal complaint of your treatment at 
Castle Wittouck without delay.” He strode away, leav- 
ing the two girls and his crowd of admirers gaping at his 
sudden departure. 


3 


So that was my first meeting with King Kong. In the 


ordinary way I should have been glad to hae him and 


pay my respects to the great resistance leader, the “Scar- 
let Pimpernel” of Holland who had saved from the Ges- 
tapo dozens of refugees and Allied airmen shot down 
over Occupied Holland by conducting them along the — 
Secret escape routes, who had fought daring skirmishes 
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a i Nazi Sicherheitsdienst, the dreaded S.D. Security 
£ TES had thumbed his nose at their efforts to 
q trap him. Had he followed the formal courtesies of ap- 


plying for permission to enter the camp, I should have 


: him warmly and would have opened a bottle 

a ae his honor the mess. But as chief security — 
4 officer of the camp, I was not prepared to have my e 
T thority flouted and a bad example given to the seh, : 

| i me by allowing a civilian, however well-earned his 


ame, to break all the rules of military etiquette and ride 


a ver the regulations. 
i ekod oe ee apo afterward, L wondered ! 
(A her I had perhaps treated my unexpected visitor too 
4 Ee PEE Ah To deflate his arrogance so publicly mia 
L be an unwarranted piece of overofficiousness. He had be- 
"haved badly in the first place but possibly through w 
a ignorance of military custom. Had I perhaps acte 


Musing 


equally badly, if not worse, in treating him with undue 


| severity? - 


And then a strange idea occurred to me, one of those 


4 intuition which often produce an unexpected 
S ae Why had he submitted, so meckly to 
q my brusque treatment? Any man with Ms o 
7 record, even when consciously in the wrong, at: 
i surely have stood his ground and defended himself, es- 


i rounded by hero-worshipers. Yet King 
Beta arad obi kanikatioh without any more 
PE AM reply than a blustering threat and had ae: 
hastily at the earliest opportunity. Such ae : ae 
seem typical of the man and his reputation. rerhaps 
needed investigating. 

On my 


i kable 
.H.A.E.É., I sent for my assistant. He was a remar 
Cis whose varied career had included being a ser- 
geant in the French Foreign Legion and also a spy in 
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return to Intelligence Headquarters at 


E 


ae eee 


n 


Tangiers. He possessed an encyclopedic mem i 
was the repository of odd hice and bits of ere 
about the underground movements throughout Europe 
and the spies who worked on both sides of the “fence.” 

Tell me, Wilhelm,” I asked, “what do we know about 
the tesistance leader nicknamed King Kong?” 

He paused for a moment, screwed up his face in con- 
centration and then rattled off the facts. “Real name 
Christian Lindemans. Born in Rotterdam, the son of a 
garage owner. Ex-boxer and wrestler. Reported to have 
os cali we an brawls. Dozens of girls listed 
i ate friends.” i ii 
ea tee s” He grinned slyly. “Would you 

I shook my head. “Anything else?” 

Yes, sir, He’s the eldest of four brothers—all resistance 
men working on the escape line.” 

‘Any been killed?” I asked. 

Wilhelm’s memory failed him for a moment. He went 
over to a filing cabinet and, riffing through the files, 
selected one. He turned over the sheets and then paused, 

No, none of them have been killed, One, the youngest 
brother, was captured by the Abwehr and so was a cab- 
aret dancer named Veronica, who was a strong friend of 
Lindemans. They were both working on the escape line.” 


a ae 2 finger down the typed page. “Both were later 


“They were what?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “That’s what it says here— 
they were both released. Seems odd for the German In- 
telligence to release its prisoners, doesn’t it?—but that’s 
what the report says.” 

: Anything else?” I asked. The tension in me was grow- 
ing, and Suspicions, from being a vague uneasiness, were 
beginning to crystallize, 
Yes, sir. Lindemans himself was captured by the Ges- 
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tapo in a raid a few weeks later. He was shot through the 

lung, I see. His own resistance group rescued him from 

a prison se ee after a running gunfight.” 

~ “Many killed?” 

_ “Yes—one S.S. guard killed, two wounded. The resist- 

_ ance men came off worse, though. Lindemans got away 

| with three of them but the other forty-seven were all 

killed. Ambushed as they withdrew from the hospital.” 
“Almost as if the Germans had known beforehand,” I 

said slowly. S 

i, Wilhelm stared at me, his eyes narrowed. He could 


i) ag the ideas passing through my mind. Then he nodded 
__ but said nothing. : 

“Pil borrow that dossier for two or three days,” I said, 
' reaching out for the file that lay on the table between us. 
| “With any luck I may be able to add a page or two to it. 


Tl leave for Brussels in the morning.” 
4 
Once in Brussels, I found the problem was not so much 


_timately but fobbing off the dozens who claimed intimate 
| knowledge of him. A national hero in his native Holland, 
he was also a popular figure in Belgium and there were 
many who wished to bask in his reflected glory by posing 
as his closest friend. I could fill the pages of another book 


' mostly the wildest fiction, of his exploits which were told 
< me by those who claimed his acquaintance. I was not 
looking for people who had once passed the time of day 
with King Kong and thereafter looked on themselves as 
his most trusted comrades in arms. I wanted men who had 
_ actually worked in the resistance with him and who could 


i 145 


Ja- 


locating men and women who had known Lindemans in- 


| with the various stories, some with a germ of truth but © 


Puid up or refute the theory that was forming in my 
After a while I came on the track of one such man and 
arranged an appointment with him in the Café des 
‘le We ered ey and before long I realized 
rom his remarks that he really di i 
A ee y did know Lindemans and 

“Were you one of the lucky on t 
that ae) raid?” I asked. ee ene ee heii 

“N o, unfortunately I missed that party. I got this little 
souvenir de la guerre about a month afterward.” He 
pulled off his greasy black beret and proudly pointed to 
a bullet scar that ploughed a neat furrow across his scalp. 

“A near thing,” I remarked. 

He grinned. “Yes, sir, quite close enough for my 
health’s sake. I would have been most upset if it had ar- 
rived an inch or so lower.” 

“How did it happen?” - 

“Well, sir, we were dynamiting a bridge. I was just 
bending down, fixing the fuses to the charges under the 
bridge stanchion when—just like that”—he snapped his 
fingers quickly once, twice, thrice—“bullets began to 
crack all over the place. Somehow the Nazis had got 
wind of our plan and had planted an ambush. The sudden 
shock knocked me off the bridge into the river and 
luckily I had the presence of mind to stay under water 
until the current—it was very fast just there—pulled me 
out of sight of their guns. King Kong, our leader—he 
Was magnificent! He got away right from under their 
noses. But the others—” He shrugged his shoulders. 

“What were they shooting with?” I asked. “Machine 
guns?” 
`The honest little Belgian patriot replaced his di 
black beret. “Strangely ae. they nie You'd Wel 
expected machine guns on a job like that but the odd 

146 


\ 
| 


thing was they all had sniper’s rifles. They picked us off 


one after the other, like knocking tins off a wail. Every — 


man hit—and there were eight of us—except King Kong. 
They couldn’t hit him. What a man! He was born lucky, 
that one!” 

“Strange,” I said quietly. “The biggest target of all— 
and they couldn’t hit him.” 

“Oui-da! Such a big nya But he was too smart for 
them was our great King Kong!” 

A picture of sorts was beginning to take shape in my 
mind. Here was the famous resistance jeader on the one 
hand, the man whose daring, giant strength and romantic 
affairs had made him the darling of all patriotic Dutchmen 
and almost equally popular with his Belgian comrades, 
A born leader who had done the Nazis much dam- 
age and who had risked his life repeatedly for his country. 
On the debit side were four strange facts which did not 
yet add up to any conclusion. He had been strangely ap- 
prehensive when I had tackled him over wearing insignia 
of rank to which he was not entitled. He had not then 
behaved like an honest man who had nothing to fear. The 
Gestapo had released his brother and girl friend from 
captivity. It was not like the Gestapo to lose the oppor- 
tunity of -revenging themselves, even indirectly, on one 
of their most hated enemies. The third and the fourth 
facts were that on at least two separate occasions, some- 
one had obviously betrayed a resistance raid to the Ges- 
tapo sufficiently ie in advance for them to plant a careful 
ambush. In each case the only common factor who 


had escaped was the leader—King Kong. The evidence 


was by no means decisive but it was growing beyond the 
stage of coincidence. | 

I poured out some more red wine for the little. re- 
sistance man. “They say that King Kong has an eye for 
the ladies,” I remarked casually. 


“Oh yes, sir, there they speak the truth! He is très 
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galant—not a girl who would not give anything to feel 
those big arms around her. I tell you, the pretty heiress 
who lives in the big chateau on the hill beyond Laeken— 
they say she gave all her sein eh her family heirlooms, 
for his resistance group war funds.” He smiled tolerantly. 
“They also say he gave the sparklers away to other girls 
here in Brussels. But it is all rumors, rumors, where King 
Kong is concerned. There never was a great man who 
didn’t have some dirty rumors spread about him by the 
envious.” 

Shortly afterward the interview ended. I drove off at 
once to the château near. Laeken and found the lady of 
the castle at home. After the preliminary courtesies we 
began to discuss Lindemans. Yes, she had given him 
her family jewels but she was careful to stress that she 
had done so out of patriotic regard for the resistance 
movement. He was a great man, indeed, but he had his 
weaknesses. She suspected that he had embezzled the 
jewels and not sold them for resistance funds. 

“What makes you think that, Countess?” I asked. 

“I do not like saying so, because after all he is such a 
brave man and has done such fine things for Belgium. But 
one day I saw a girl in the town wearing one of my 
emerald pendants. She was not a respectable girl, you 
understand? The pendant had belonged to my mother 
and I did not think it suitable that a girl of this kind 
should wear it. I thought that perhaps the resistance 
men had sold it locally to raise money, so I asked the girl 
if she would sell it to me, without telling her that it had 
once been mine. She said King Kong had given it to her 
and would strangle her if she sold it.” 

“Did you find out her name?” í f 

The Countess sighed. “Ah, if there had only been the 
one girl. No, there were two—Mia Zeist was one and 


the other was called—let me see—ah, yes, Margaretha 
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Delden. They were both notorious tavern girls here.” 
Fortunately she did not glance up as she spoke for she 
would have seen a strange look on my face. Mia Zeist 


and Margaretha Delden were both listed on my security | 


files as paid and highly valuable agents of the German 

Abwehr! iu i 
Terminating the interview as soon as I could without 

disturbing the conventions, I drove back to Brussels as 


fast as the camouflaged staff car would take me. There 
I put a telephone call through to Intelligence Headquar- 


ters at Antwerp. After some delay Wilhelm, my assistant, 
was brought to the telephone. Had he the addresses 
of Mia Zeist and Margaretha Delden? Yes, he could pro- 
duce them, and after a few minutes did so. I borrowed a 
couple of security policemen from the Dutch Intelligence 
in Brussels and together we rushed to the first address. 

We were too late. The flat was empty. Mia Zeist had 
fled—we learned later—to Vienna. 

Jumping into the staff car, we drove to Margaretha 
Delden’s apartment. The door was heavily bolted. We 
had no search warrant but there was no time to observe 
the niceties of etiquette. We smashed the door in. We 
burst into her room and found her lying on the bed. 
Normally she must have been a pretty girl but poison 
does not improve one’s features. Her face was a mottled 
color, like those marbled end papers one sometimes 


comes across in old books and ledgers. Her lips were a 


ghastly magenta in color and were stretched in a mirth- 


less grin. She was still just breathing when we found her | 


but she died in hospital that afternoon, without uttering 
a word. i 
So two vital witnesses in what I was already calling 
mentally the “Lindemans Case” were to be written. off 
the list. One had wisely fled in time. The other had killed 
herself and in dying had been faithful to the end to 
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my 


Lindemans, although to him she had only been one of 
many. We recovered the Countess’s emerald pendant but 
that was poor consolation. 

I spent a further day and a night in Brussels, combing 

| the back streets, the sordid cafés and the smoky cellars 
for more details of Lindemans’ career. Gradually the 
jigsaw was being pieced together. Several independent 
Witnesses confirmed that when his ounger brother had 
been captured by the Abwehr Lindemans was deeply in 

» debt. In spite of his popularity various tradesmen and 
private citizens to whom he owed comparatively large 
sums were threatening to foreclose on him. I also learned 
that the cabaret dancer Veronica, who had been captured 
at the same time as the younger brother, had been King 
Kong’s sweetheart from childhood. In spite of his count- 
less amours and intrigues she had always been constant 
to him and he had always in the end come back to her. 
The Nazis must have known this and yet they had re- 
leased both her and the younger brother without so 
much as breaking a leg or two or tearing out the odd 
fingernail as a memento of their enforced visit. It was 
not like the Nazis to show such clemency. 

Other witnesses confirmed that, coinciding with the 
release of his sweetheart and his brother, Lindemans be- 
came suddenly affluent. Not only did he pay off all his 
debts hut he lived even more riotously and ex ensively, 
He also grew increasingly reckless in his pea i battles 
with the Nazis. Each raid was more daring than the last 
and each suffered heavier casualties. Always the heroic 
leader escaped by the skin of his teeth, blazing away 
with his arsenal of weapons and using his giant strength 
to save himself. He would swear blood-curdling threats 
of vengeance on the Judas who must have betrayed the 
raid in advance but strangely enough the traitor was 


never discovered. And tragically there was never a lack 
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ing Kong 
of volunteers to accompany the redoubtable King g 
a his forays. It was considered an honor to risk almost 
certain death at his side. i 


eemed strange to me that no breath of suspicion 
ae King Kone: own reputation. All the survivors 
whose stories I listened to were loud in their praises of 
his daring and resourcefulness. Surely, I thought, it 
should sooner or later have struck someone as a strange 
coincidence that King Kong himself always escaped. On 
reflection I realized that the "7 extent of his reputation 
could be a formidable cloak for treacherous activities. 
This swaggering giant of a man with his gallantry and — 
lavish ways would appear almost superhuman, an m 
destructible being, to the little unknown ‘men—the rea 
heroes—who themselves hero-worshiped him and went 
aily to their deaths for a smile and a pat on the m 
as one of his huge hands. And there was abe the 
inescapable fact that he had himself been wounded, shot 
through the lung, and then captured by the German 
ecurity Police. : i 
i This idea made me pause. Was I being premature in 
condemning him as a spy, in spite of the evidence aga 
- him? Not even the fat Herr Strauch of the Nazi Intelli- 
gence in the Netherlands would thus risk the life oa 
valuable agent just to add circumstantial detail to the 
arance of an arrest. : 
OY conderea over this problem for several hours, chain- 
smoking one cigarette after another. It was the one | 
that completely upset the haa which I had painstak- 
ingly fitted together. On all other counts Lindemans ve 
to be strongly suspected as a traitor. But this one inexzpli- 
cable fact seemed to disprove his guilt. And then, acci- 
dentally, a possible explanation hit me. As was away 
habit, Í was mentally retesting all the links in the c a 
of evidence in the Lindemans Case to date. I had reache 
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_ the point where the Countess had spoken about Mia Zeist 
and Margaretha Delden. To find out their addresses I had 
had to telephone all the way to Antwerp, although I was 

actually in Brussels, their home town. The local Field 
Security had not known their addresses. Dutch Intelli- 
ence Headquarters in Brussels had not known. But 

-H.A.E.F. Intelligence had known. We were all on the 
same side, fighting for the same general cause, but we 
had not pooled our information. There were always 
‘those petty rivalries and jealousies, the urge to keep the 
“plums” of information to one’s own headquarters, 
which tended to mar the co-operation between different 
services and different countries, all ostensibly on the same 
side for the same urpose. 

Human nature bene fairly constant the world over, 
it was reasonable to assume that a similar rivalry might 
exist between the three different branches of the Ger- 
man Intelligence—the Gestapo (the Security Police of 
the S.S.), the Abwehr (the Counter-Intelligence Service) 
and the Sicherheitsdienst (the German Field Security 
Police). If, as I suspected, Lindemans was a traitor in the 
pay of the Abwehr, since both his notorious girl friends 
had belonged to it, the Gestapo and the S.D. Police might 
easily not have known this. Thinking of him only as one 
of the most-redoubtable resistance leaders, and of all men 

he was least able to disguise his bulk and appearance, they 

would probably shoot him on sight, only afterward dis- 
covering that he was a valuable ally. 

If this reasoning were true, what a blessing in disguise 
was this bullet wound to Lindemans! It was the perfect 
answer to anyone who might suspect that he was a 
traitor. And thanks to this ironic stroke of fortune he 
would have been able to go his way unscathed, betraying 
his comrades to sudden death, and condemning no one 
would know how many British and Belgian agents along 
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ae 


the escape route out of Occupied Europe to the tor- 
Gestapo. r : 
PT decided that = circumstantial evidence against 
Lindemans was sufficiently strong to warrant my ae 
examining him in person. I sent a message to e 2 
quarters of Dutch Intelligence at Castle Wittouc. fs i 
Lindemans was supposed to have reported me for my 


| cavalier conduct in ripping off his badges a few days 


e. Needless to say, he had not acted on his threat. 
Sia I mentioned aa I wanted the opportunity 
talk with him although I was careful not to reveal the 
main purpose behind my wish. Lindemans had many 
friends in high places, as was- natural for so fana : 
resistance leader, and I dared not risk the possibi y 
some casual remark or deliberate “ti Tororo nE im 
of my real purpose. So I merely left word that e w 
to report to me at eleven o'clock next morning at the 
Palace Hotel, Brussels, where S.H.A.E.F. officers were 
a morning I was punctual at the rendezvous. It 
was a warm, balmy morning in which only eace 
seemed possible in ae sunshine. But the war itsel v 
only a few miles away and DEPA oe t n 
lounge of this luxurious hotel, war had left its tra w , 
The military had moved in and businesslike folding — 
tables and wooden chairs had atte the luxurious 
armchairs where the social elite of Brussels had once gos- 

i over their coffee. 
HES chimes of eleven o’clock rang mellowly through 
the lounge but there was yet no sign of Lindemans. I Mee 
not perturbed. He could hardly avoid coming, sng : 
had left specific instructions, but he could assert n 
native arrogance by arriving late. As I ran mentally 


- through the questions to be asked, my right hand felt the 


rough comfort of the gare grip of my Walthur auto- 
1 


matic pistol which was loose in its holster. The action 
was cocked and there was a round in the breach. A slight 
pressure and it was ready for action. Lindemans might 
not yet realize that this was to be a life-or-death meeting 
for him but I did. Compared to his height and great 
strength, I was a little weakling and in unarmed combat 
would not have rated my life worth a minute once those 
massive hairy hands clamped down on me. But had not 
Damon Runyon, the scribe of Broadway, described the 


automatic pistol as “the old equalizer”? Having it close“ 


"to my hand canceled out the physical difference between 


Lindemans and myself. I had some natural talent for 


shooting and hours of practice with my favorite Wal- 
thur had made me something of an expert. In any case, 
if King Kong objected too strongly to my questions, I 
could hardly miss the vast target he presented across 
the narrow width of a coffee table. 

The minutes went by and still there was no sign of 
him. I had expected him to be perhaps ten minutes or a 
quarter of an hour late, even half an hour if he wanted 

_ to gain some revenge for the humiliation he had suffered 
at the Antwerp Security Camp. But when it was after 
twelve o’clock and he had not arrived, I began to won- 
der whether I had perhaps misjudged his arrogance. Was 
he so confident in his reputation and the friendships he 
enjoyed with the politically powerful that he would de- 
liberately disobey a specific order? 

I had waited nearly two hours when I found the an- 
-swer. Two young Dutch captains strode smartly into the 
lounge of the hotel. From their bandbox appearance and 
the bright armbands they wore, I knew them as staff cap- 
tains from the Netherlands General Headquarters staff. 
They marched over to my table and saluted in unison. 
One of them spoke. “You are waiting for Lindemans, 
sir?” 
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“I am. And have been for nearly two hours.” by 

“We're sorry, sit, that you’ve been kept waiting. 
Lindemans cannot keep the appointment. He's had other 
orders.” : 

“Other orders? Whose orders?” } was growing angry 
but did not want these glossy young men to know it. 

They drew themselves up even more erect and a tone 
of reverence crept into the spokesman’s voice, like the 
hushed tone that the faithful use when they speak of 
God. “Lindemans left this morning on a very special 
mission.” 

My throat contracted so that I could hardly speak. I 
had hoped that following our meeting that would not 
now take place, Lindemans’ treacherous activities would | 
be curtailed even if I did not at once prove his guilt. And 
now he had not only eluded me but was pro ably this 
very moment leading brave men of the resistance into a 
Sapes trap. 

“With the Interior Forces?” I asked. 

The two staff captains hesitated and then assumed the 
importance that nearly all men show when they know a 
major secret of which their interrogator is ignorant. 
“No, sir. He has been attached to the Canadians for spe- 
cial intelligence duties, but we are not permitted to tell 

` you what those are, sir.” : 

4 (Later I learned what had happened. The Canadians 
required a really trustworthy local man who could 
secretly enter Eindhoven which was still in German 
hands and get in touch with the leader of the resistance in 
that area. The messenger was to inform the r 
leader that large Allied parachute landings were to take 

lace north of Eindhoven the following Sunday morning, 
Gepa 17, and the resistance leader was to prepare 
and concentrate his men to aid the paratroops and exploit 
the initial German confusion. The Canadians applied to 


155 


Dutch Headquarters who at once thought of Lindemans 
as the man for this special mission, little knowing that he 
might be a traitor and that I was on his track. One can- 
‘not blame them for not sus ecting Lindemans, although 
it must be added that the bon about him, his reckless 
spending, his constant miraculous escapes from am- 
bushes, had been known to them for months, and were. 
so plain that it had only taken me a few days to collect 
them and tot them up. Sending Lindemans on such an 
errand was equivalent to broadcasting the news of the 
forthcoming Allied parachute landings on the B.B.C. 
news bulletins.) i 

But I did not know that the landings- were about to 
take place. All I could then hope—a pious hope!—was that 
the special mission Lindemans was engaged on would 
not cest us too dear in casualties. All I could do was to 
carry out that last resort of these who have failed—to 
make out my official report and send it to S.H.A.EF. 


5 


What happened three days later is too well known to 
the world to need more than the briefest of descriptions, 

_ At dawn on September 17 the largest airborne landing 
in the “ose of warfare took place. Nearly ten thousand 
men of the British 1st Airborne Division were dropped at 
Arnhem, while twenty thousand American aratroops 
and three thousand Poles were dropped at Gene and 
Nijmegen. Their task was to secure and hold bridgeheads 
over the Maas Canal, the Waal River and the Neder 
Rijn while armored spearheads from the main forces 


plunged down the major road to join up with these out- 
posts and force the water crossings in bulk. The opera- 


tion under its code name “Operation Market-Garden” 
was like threading beads o 


n to a necklace of armor and 
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r. It was a daring plan and everything depended 
a o effect to i obtained by dropping Pa 
chute troops well behind the enemy’s front lines. If the 
Germans in the rear areas were taken entirely b Pe 
rise, it was estimated that several days must pass before 
they could regroup for an attack on the airborne bridge- 
heads. By this time the main forces would be well Fi 
their way and if the paratroops, reinforced with supplies 
of food and aes dropped by air, could hold out, 
illiant victory would result. ; i 
4 Ea PaT to be going according to pia A 
reconnaissance on the morning of September 16 i one 
that there was no abnormal German activity in t : - 
hem area. But after dark that night the GE i e 
rumbled quietly into position, taking up T o 
positions behind hedgerows and ditches around : e vi r 
dropping area. At dawn the paratroops dropped A K 
the gray sky but not to find the enemy surprise Ae 
confused. From the start it was obvious that ae ing 
had gone wrong but at the time everyone thought t at 
a lucky coincidence had caused the Germans to Nie 
solidate their armor and ey, in et eg place whe: 
neither expected nor wanted. 
hae ais later, ae days of gallant and hop 
fighting against an enemy that surrounded a a 
sides, with food and ammunition running out an i ' 
their ring of defense drawn so tight that air-droppe a 
plies were more likely to land among the Germans T e 
themselves, two thousand four hundred an T 
heroic “Red Devils of Arnhem” struggled to safety n 
across the Waal River, leaving seven thousand casualtie 
behind them. The daring coup had failed. Mongo 
had suffered his first and only major defeat of the Y 
The war itself was to be continued for another eig t 
months of killing and devastation. In the “Black Winter 
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of wrecked dikes and trampled harvests that was to fol 
_ low, nearly two hundred thousand Dutch men nd 
women were to die through flood and famine. But st li 
No one apart from myself seemed to suspect the real c ts 
behind the failure of the Operation. It was “one of ee 
things,’ “the luck of the game” and so on. I was lees 
fairly certain 10 my own mind that Lindemans w. 4 
traitor. Later, learning some hints of what his secret a 


sion for th 4 Canadians had nt i e W 
: & € ail d 


6 


Meanwhile although I was very bu 
had not shelved the Todo rhe The Lae ; 
f had sent up to S.H.A.E.F. had no doubt been neatly filed 
im a pigeonhole somewhere in that enormous head uar 
ters. The Intelligence Branch had many different nE 
lems to consider and this would only be one of an In 
Neng dl mee officers who had to rely for their 
What was reported to them on 
would be likely to dismiss my suspicions as bej foe 
aoc. To accuse the e e Wie A 
of our Allies of being a traitor was not only absurd but 
‘es really in doubtful taste. Such a charge could easil 
ee political and diplomatic repercussions. NL 
ie ca a es to be mixed up in politics or diplomacy in 
All his Rae cee a eh ee geen 
€ on the side of shelvin h 
nasty problem, if he could be persuaded for pls oe 
, o he gaviy T the charges. So nothing Fare 
ce : ever I met m ite n i 
r a Counter-Intelligence a ATE 
. Tiluant man who has subsequently occupied o OF 
‘the most important political positions in the land, 
158 a 


| tackled him on the subject of Lindemans. He was always 
' courteous but I could see that he was not impressed with 
| my deductions. If such a clever man with direct experi- 
| ence of Counter-Intelligence work felt no confidence in 
' my claims, it was all the less likely that the “chair-borne” — 
| officers in S.H.A.E.F. with many diverse problems of im- 
| mediate urgency to overcome would follow up my sug- 


gestions. PAE 

So for six weeks no results came from my efforts to 
have Lindemans arrested. Thus far there was no absolute 
evidence of his guilt but only circumstantial evidence sup- 


7 ported by deductions. Then one evening the additional 


proof arrived dramatically. The Allied advance had con- 
tinued, although since the tragic failure of Arnhem the 
armies had had to fight for every foot of ground they 
gained. I was in Eindhoven, which had now been taken, 
and was just concluding an interrogation which had lasted 
for nearly three hours. I had by this time been denuded of 
my assistants and also of my personal transport. I was 
working alone and had to act as interrogator, judge and 
jailer where my suspect was concerned. 

He was a young Dutchman named Cornelis Verloop. I 
had finally trapped him into admitting he was a spy. He 
was at his wits’ end with fear. 

I stood up and stretched myself, dusting cigarette ash 
off my uniform. He watched me closely. 

“Am I to be shot?” he whispered. His throat was too 
dry to allow him to speak normally. 

I shrugged without answering. It seemed obvious that 
he was going to be shot. He was a spy. 

“I have a young wife in Amsterdam, sir, a good Dutch 
girl. She is innocent, I swear it.” 

“So? We do not propose to shoot your wife. We are 
not like your German masters.” 
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- Desperately he tried another tack. “I will give you 
valuable information, sir—in return for my life.” 

“You fool,” I said. “Any information you have can be 
extracted from you before you are shot. It is a simple 

and painless process.” 

He gave a wan but sly smile. “You can make me tell 
what you think I should know but you cannot find out 
those facts which you do not suspect I know.” 

“Well, my young philosopher, what do you know?” 
“There was an edge of contempt to my tone. 

Verloop leaned forward eagerly and, squeezing his fists 
together to aid his memory, recited the names and de- 
scriptions of all my Intelligence Headquarters staff. Even 
many G.H.Q. staff officers did not know the identities 
of some of the men whose names Verloop rattled off. 

“Also, your chief agent in Brussels is Paul Leuven and 
in Amsterdam a man named Dampreny, and—” He sat 
there at the table and glibly recited the main network of 
= counterespionage system in Belgium and the Nether- 
ands. 

I was worried for the sake of those agents still behind 
the German lines. If this traitor knew so much, then 
perhaps his masters knew more. I kept-my voice level 
and asked in as casual a tone as I could muster, “Who told 
you all this?” : 

He was alert; hope was beginning to trickle back into 
his veins. “Colonel Kiesewetter of the Abwehr told me. 
In the Abwehr Headquarters at Driebergen. But who 
told Colonel Kiesewetter is my secret. Do you wish to 
make a bargain, sir?” 

I was tired and for the moment sick to death of the hu- 
man degradation confronting me. I had seen many men 
fight for their lives like cornered rats, prepared to sacri- 


fice employers, country or friends to save their own | 


skins, but somehow I could not stomach this last case of 
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` slipped his tongue over his dry 


sordid bargaining. Having no assistants and no transport, 
I had to march Verloop back in person to the ae 
prison at the other end of the town. The night was dar 
and I did not want him to make a break for his life on 
the journey. So I drew my sac and looking at him bale- 
fully, said, “Come along, Verloop. I have had enough of 
your scheming. You are a traitor and you are not going 
to add to your treachery by bargaining with me. Your 
Nazi friends made the rules for this game. I didn’t. So 
let us play the game their way. Who told those facts to 
Colonel Biesewetter?” - 

The hopeful smile faded. “In exchange for my life, 
sir...” He made a despairing gesture. : 

I jerked the pistol forward. “Get up.” A night of 
wakeful thought in jail would soon bring to his senses. 

But Verloop, that astute spy, misread my gesture. He 
thought I was about to shoot him. “Wait,” he gas ed, 
“PI tell you. Don’t shoot! It was Chris Lindemans—King 
Kong. He told Colonel Kiesewetter.” 


7 


So here unexpectedly was the last link that made my 
chain of evidence against Lindemans complete. I leaned 
forward and prodded Verloop with the muzzle of. my 
pistol. He went white with fear and gulped. Did King 
Kong betray Arnhem to the Nazis?” I asked. ee 

Verloop nodded. He could not speak until he had 
lips and then the words 
came tumbling from him. “Yes, he told Colonel Kiese- 
wetter on September 15 when he called at Abwehr Head- 
quarters. He said that British and American troops were to 
be dropped.” 

“Did he say where?” th ' 

“Ja. He said that a British Airborne Division was wait- 
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ing to be dropp i i 
i g e, e dropped on Sunday morning beyond Eind- 
I lowered my pistol hand and looked th 
oughtfull 
Verloop. It seemed Certain that this miserable coward 
had pushed the last piece of my jigsaw puzzle into place. 
E ISAE pause and falling on his knees 
said, “You won’t shoot i : 
1 al a me now, will you? I’ve told you 
“I won't shoot you myself,” I said, “but I can’ 
. for the Army. A court-martial will decide your hee 
Now stand ci and lets eo nae ne 
My years of training in counterespionage work had 
taught me that giving vent to personal emotions could 
bea is ola luxury. But for once I could not control 
myself. I trembled with a white-hot anger that left me 
speechless for the moment. Notwithstanding my warn- 
ing, King Kong had been allowed to go on a secret mis- 
sion behind the enemy lines where he could do most: 
_ damage to the Allied cause. Before I had only suspected 
the truth. Now I knew it, thanks to the shameless traitor 
Soe » Nothing could undo the tragedy of Amhem 
= A os a summary end could be put to Lindemans’ 
Once Verloop was safely in his prison cell, I rushed, 
still seething with rage, to Dutch Intelligence Headquar- 
ters. I burst into the officers’ mess. The sight of my fel- 
low countrymen, lolling in their soft armchairs with 
os os = hands, listening to some hurd -gurdy 
tune on the radio, made my anger leap to its f i 
I ei pe speechless ah fa k rabies oe 
„~ne of my acquaintances looked round. “Wh t’ 
Pinto?” he asked. “You look as white as a sheet.” ie 
That mild inquiry did it. My anger boiled over. “Turn 
that damned thing off!” I shouted. I crashed my fist on 
a table and, as the radio crackled into silence, they all 
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looked at me in surprise. For a second I hated those open- 
mouthed moon faces turned to mine in astonishment. 

“God damn it!” I shouted. “It’s high time you lot 
realized that when I say a man is suspect, I mean it. And 
what do you do? Straightaway you send him behind the 
enemy lines with the most vital message of the war!” 

“What do you mean?” someone blurted out. 

“Lindemans—King Kong. Two of you will go by car 
to Castle Wittouck at once and arrest him.” e 

“Arrest Lindemans—you must be crazy! Why, with 
his bare hands he could smash a couple of men like rag 
dolls. Besides, he’s always armed to the teeth. It would 
be sheer suicide.” 

One of the senior officers spoke. “In any case, Pinto, 
what are your grounds for arresting Lindemans? Do you 
realize the public scandal there would be?” 

Rapidly I gave my reasons. Something in my manner 
must have shown them my sincerity. But there still re- 
mained the problem of carrying out the arrest without 
risking the lives of the escort. And then, as sometimes 
happens when one is keyed up with excitement, the 
answer came to me in a flash. 

“I have it,” I cried. “Two of you—you and you—will 
go to Castle Wittouck and interview Lindemans. Tell 
him he is to be decorated for his gallant services. That 
should appeal to his colossal ego. Persuade him to disarm, 
put on a clean shirt and brush his hair. Then take him 
into a private room. In the meantime I will have sent a 
message by teleprinter to S.H.A.E.F. asking for ten mili- 
tary policemen to be sent to the Castle. When Lindemans 
enters the room they will overpower him and arrest him. 
Understood?” : 

The two officers I had selected grinned and got to 
their feet. “Fair enough,” one said as he buckled on his 
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istol belt. “I ‘hope ten will be enough for him. Tell 

-H.A.E.F. to pick the biggest they’ve got.” 

That was the plan—and it worked. As I had suspected, 
King Kong’s vanity was easily assailed. As soon as he 
heard that he was to be “decorated,” lamblike he allowed 
himself to be shorn of his weapons and, having smart- 
ened himself up, was sheplierded! to the private room set 
aside for the eg ane Then, swaggering into the private 
room ahead of his “guard of honor,” King Kong ad- 

_» vanced to receive his award. It arrived in the shape of 
the ten military policemen who overwhelmed him and, 
after a struggle, secured him. There were no handcuffs 
in Holland big enough to clamp round his mighty wrists 
So instead his arms were lashed with steel-cored rope. 
When he was brought onto the R.A.F. airfield at Ant- 
werp I ordered his legs to be bound as well. It was just 
possible that with the brute strength in -his legs he could 
smash a hole through the thin walls of the aircraft and 
to plunge to his death from mid-air might be a spectacu- 
z last gesture that would appeal to the vanity of King 

ong, 

When the aircraft touched down in England, Linde- 
mans was rushed to a private country house outside Lon- 
don. It was staffed by the British Counter-Intelligence 
whose interrogators were possibly the most skilled in the 
world at extracting a full confession without resorting to 
any form of physical torture. They were expert at assess- 

` ing the psychological strength and weakness of their sus- 
pects and at breaking down the mental obstacles that held 
back the truth. For two weeks they kept Lindemans 

under cross-examination. When he was flown back to 

Holland, this time pinioned with a pair of‘ Scotland 

Yard’s special adjustable ratchet handcuffs, and He sn 

in Breda Prison, I escorted him to his cell. I looke 
him carefully. Gone was the swagger and the truculence, 
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as not a bruise or a wound on his massive 
eee acai marks where a hypodermic ae 
had been plunged in. His eyes were lowered but t He 
were no telltale signs around them to show that he as 
been violently frightened or kept awake for days on end. 
But with him came a full and detailed confession ae 
ing twenty-four pages of closely typed foolscap. a : 
out resorting to any kind of torture the experts ha 
sucked King Kong’s mind dry of all the self-incriminat- 
i it contained. 
i aa the Top Secret confession to my office and sat 
down to study it. It was more exciting than any e 
story and it was satisfying to read the m 
much guesswork and deduction. The story o i 
mans’ treachery began in 1943 when he was at the heig 
of his fame as a resistance leader of the Dutch In.erior 
Forces. He had always been a rounder and a eel 
wastrel and with it vastly extravagant. Running , ort i 
funds for lavishing presents on his numerous girl friends, 
he hit on an ingenious method for supplying his P 
exchequer. He persuaded rich women, some e a 
physically attracted by him, to part had wi mi 
jewels to provide fighting funds for the “undergr om i 
escape route through Belgium and Holland ne a 
pied France and thence into Portugal. Many o pe 
women whose friends and relatives were only too o pe 
languishing in Nazi concentration camps and whose fine 
houses were billeting Peo officers were eager to 
i antic resistance hero. 
Eat anlage sold many of the jewels thus collected 
but the proceeds never augmented the emg 
They were spent in taverns and night clubs in drunken 
brawls and in currying the favors of girls whose eyes 
needed dazzling with gold before they would nae to 
endure the rugged company of the great man. Those 
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jewels which he did not sell he gave away to his mi 
tresses, boasting that they were ' ‘had 
taken from the Nazis bi dore. ee ee 

Thus far Lindemans had descended to embezzling but 
he was still an honest man where his country was con- 
cerned. Yet although he may not have realized it he was 
driving down a one-way route. Sooner or later he 
would have to account for the jewels he had embezzled, 


unless he could make sufficient money by other means to 


pay their value into resistance funds. Already o 
of the other resistance leaders were On asa 
of his extravagant way of living. It was not an easy mat- 
ter in Occupied Europe to acquire large sums of money 
suddenly by any honest means and Lindemans began to 
wonder how he could set about making good his fraud 
without giving up the extravagance he loved. 

Then in February, 1944, an event occurred which must 
have precipitated the crisis, His youngest brother and the 


_ French cabaret dancer named Veronica were captured 


by the Gestapo in a raid on a house which was a hostel 
on the secret escape route. In Lindemans’ amorous 
career which featured many sweethearts, sometimes as 
many as two or three girls at the same time, Veronica 
had been the only constant factor. However often he 
strayed, he always returned to her in the end. If there 
were room in Lindemans’ massive frame for love of any- 
one but himself, then Veronica occupied that place. 
One of the worst moments in any man’s life is to know 
that his dearest friends are in the hands of torturers like 
the Nazis and, worse, that he can do nothing to rescue 
them. But it happened every day to one resistance man 


or the other. All they could do was to clench their teeth 


and go about their job of revenge with a savage coolness. 
The good resistance man could not indulge his feelings 
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by a reckless and desperate gesture which might risk the 
lives of even more of his friends and relatives. 
But after ten days Lindemans proved to be weaker in 


moral caliber than his lesser known colleagues. Frantic 
-with worry over the fate of Veronica and his brother and 


" sensing the growing suspicions of other resistance leaders 
_ who were beginning to wonder aloud about the fate of 


ee ae 


= oe 


the jewels and money entrusted to him, Lindemans decid- 
ed to make a deal with the enemy. He knew two Dutch- 
men living in Brussels who were in the E7 of the Nazis. 
One was Anthony Damen, the other ornelis Verloop, 


"my “friend” of Eindhoven. He arranged to meet them 


vas 


5 ELIE EE EES 


j privately in the café of the Hotel des Grands Boulevards 
on the Place Rogier in Brussels. There over a cup of 


coffee Lindemans offered his services to the Nazis on two 
conditions: one, the instant release of Veronica and his 
youngest brother; two, big money payments. Verloop 
went off at once to discuss the matter with Giskes, then 
head of the German Abwehr. Giskes must have realized 


_ that here was a golden opportunity of exchanging two 


‘minnows for a whale. Two days later he met Lindemans 


' secretly in a house in the suburbs of Brussels where they 


talked together for a long time. 

The bargain was sealed and next day the Germans 
kept their end of it. Veronica and the youngest Linde- 
mans were pulled out of their dark, damp cells, made to 
sign certificates to the effect that they had been well 


"treated and were then thrust to freedom in the spring 


_ knowledge that this 


sunlight of the Rotterdam streets. Their joy at the unex- 
pected release could not have been marre by any fore- 
was the first step in a series of 
events which culminated a few months afterward in the 
deaths through disease and famine of twenty-five thou- 
sand citizens of Rotterdam in the terrible “Black Win- 
ter” of Holland. 
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King Kong, having taken th isi 
famy, lees for a toe in ne ee 
Spent the first installments of his traitor’ i 

Lime itor 
al of revelry, drinking, wenching aad Belilna a 
ea Ppa zest than ever before. P 
_ Dut, as I had suspected during my e lie i ivati 
aa tie ae r os au tiene the Coe 
nce) either through a sense of ri 
they dared not spread the ne Hneta a 
t ; ws too wide had fai 1 
ae He saris branches, the Enue a 
uri olice, that Lindemans was i i i 
pay. One day the Security Police raided portal ee 3 
dam resistance head Tope aor o 

) quarters. They bi 
with guns leveled. Lindemans ea ion ork a 
men there! : ae 

It was a bad moment for hi 

i ent for him. He could eith i 
peel oy : a Takor in the full view of his Deech 

S or else risk sudden death at the hands” 
an He pean for a second and (Ne a 
choice. He moved one hand in a certai 
er to let the S.D. men know that he was on pian 
oe before their commander could rasp out the order for 
‘a men to avert their rifles, one of them misinterpreted 
S : lee Already “trigger-happy” at the great bulk 
a erce appearance of King Kong, he thought that the 
ng man was reaching for a revolver. He fired and the 
oe hit King Kong in the chest, iercing one lung. 

e was rushed off to a Gestapo hel for the S.D. 
commander realized that here was no ordinary resistance 
man. The wound would have proved fatal to many hu- 
ie of average physique but the jungle strength of King 

ong brought him through the crisis into convalescence 
within three weeks. The head of the Abwehr visited him 
in hospital to make plans for him to “escape” and return . 
to his own side where he could continue to be a valuable 
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3 ve step into in- 
immediate results. He 


_ agent of the Abwehr. The idea was to arrange a plausible 
“escape” but Lindemans himself had an ingeniously sav- 


age suggestion which made even the hard-heade Col- 
onel gape. It was Lindemans himself who suggested that 
his own resistance men should attempt the rescue, so that 
they would walk into an ambush and be killed while he 
got away. The plan was put into effect and unluckily 
worked only too well. Forty-seven of his gallant col- 
leagues gave up their lives to rescue their treacherous 


leader. 
For the next few months Lindemans earned his Ger- 


_ man pay by betraying several groups of agents. One such 
_ British group which included women as well as men had 
_ been working in the part of Belgium still occupied by the 
_ Germans. They were arrested, flung into Scheveningen 
' Prison and there suffered exquisite agony until death 
| mercifully ended their torture. Scheveningen Prison near 

; The Hague contained weirdly ingenious instruments of 
' torture of modern design, 


beside which the medieval 


thumbscrew and rack seemed like playthings. There 
were, for example, steel helmets which were screwed 


_ down over the victim’s head and eyeballs and then elec- 


trified, so that the shock would pierce most keenly to 
the very nerve centers of the head. When the Germans 
evacuated the prison they were in too much of a hurry 
to remove these damning signs of their vicious ingen- 
uity. When I first saw their instruments of torture, con- 
traptions which any sane man could hardly imagine, let 
alone manufacture and use, my blood ran cold at the 
sight. And yet Lindemans who could not bear to think 
of his brother and girl friend being in German hands, 
cheerfully betrayed whole groups of agents for cash. 
When I read the list of names, many of whom were 
known to me and some indeed being my good friends, I 
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vowed that I should not 
his deserts. 3 
The climax of his confession was of course the betrayal 
of Arnhem. When he was attached to the Canadian First 
Army and given the job of alerting the resistance move- 
ment in the Eindhoven area so that they could aid the 
forthcoming airborne landings, he realized at once that 
this was a golden opportunity for bigger and better 
treachery. He completed his Eindhoven mission—not 
without difficulty for the local resistance leader was sus- 
picious of him and had him arrested. (In fact, with su- 
preme irony as it turned out, the Canadians had to send 
an intelligence officer to “bail out” Lindemans and vouch 
for his integrity before the Eindhoven resistance men 
would listen to his proposals.) Even this setback did not 
deter him from his traitorous course. He met Colonel 
Kiesewetter of the Abwehr at Driebergen on the fifteenth 
of September, two days before the landings were to take 
place, and told him all the secret facts with which he had 
been entrusted. It is true that Lindemans did not mention 
the word “Arnhem.” A certain section of the Dutch press 
subsequently tried to make much of this and claimed 
that Lindemans could not have betrayed Arnhem because 
he did not know the exact area of the landings, 
This argument is puerile nonsense. Lindemans may not 
have mentioned the actual name of Arnhem but he did 
tell Colonel Kiesewetter that the landings were to take 
place north of Eindhoven. He said as much in his signed 
confession. Now every large-scale parachute landing, as 
any amateur tactician should know, is made with the ob- 
cS of seizing some vital area and holding it for a limited 
ength of time. Paratroops, the elite of the army, are too 
valuable to be scattered aimlessly over the countryside 
in penny packets. One glance at the map would suffice to 
tell the German military experts what points these air- 
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rest until Lindemans had met 


a goo 
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borne troops would be concentrated on “north of Eind- 


.” There was no valuable objective in the open 
pe No! the obvious targets were the bridges at Grave, 
Nijmegen and Arnhem. If these could be seized and held 
long enough for the main body to link up with the para- 
troops, then a dangerous pi a aimed at the heart 

i uld be developed. : 

Pe ates infamy can never be whitewashed. 


i Secret plan 
4 hen he told Colonel Kiesewetter of the Top ecr 
; land pcm forces “north of Eindhoven” in two 


days’ time, he betrayed the Battle of Arnhem. 
8 


It was one thing to vow that Lindemans must be 


_ brought to justice and another thing to accomplish that _ 


in hi ials i herlands 
. Certain highly placed officials in the Net 
Forces ain KER understandably, reluctant to see 


Lindemans publicly tried. Some of them who had pre- 


iously and innocently shown him friendship and favors 
Sid net want their lack of judgment expose a m 
lic eye. Others felt, quite sincerely, that it wou a 
for the Dutch war effort if a man who had been 
a popular and revered figure were to be shown up 7 a 
infamous traitor. It was indeed a delicate politica a 
diplomatic situation. So it was that, although I bie oe 
moned to S.H.A.E.F. and there congratulated by a 
eral Eisenhower pa, ne P tet my catch, 

eeing Lindemans in the 2 

: ica ane Cherie 1944, when I fell ill and had to 
return to London for three months’ sick leave. Dur 
this time the British newspapers scented out a n of a 
secret prisoner. Although Lindemans was then stil " my 

rivate wing at Breda Prison, some news of ce n 
sent to England for questioning must have leaked out. 
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Rumer had it that a Dutch officer was being held pris- 
oner secretly in the Tower of London. This romantic 
story, or rather, theory, occupied many headlines in the 
news-hungry press. At my suggestion representatives of 
the Dutch Government in London approached the Brit- 
ish Censorship Department with the request that as the 
Lindemans Case was still sub judice, any public specula- 
tion over the reasons for his arrest should be considered 
illegal. The chief censor agreed and asked the newspapers 
to drop the subject, which with their customary good 
sense and public spirit they did. 

Tt was unlikely that anyone would think of bringing 
Lirdemans to justice in my absence and although I 
chafed at the thought of his continuing to evade his 
deserts, I was glad to know that he could render no more 
harm to the Allied cause. In June, 1945, I was able to 
return to his case and the first thing I did was to order. 
his removal from Breda Prison to that grim block 
of dungeons nicknamed “The Orange Hotel,” which 
formed part of Scheveningen Prison. There in a cell 
which had probably been occupied by some of the 
friends he had callously betrayed, Lindemans would 
know that he was one step nearer justice. 

The solitude, the enforced inactivity for one who had 
been famed for his great strength, and the further depri- 
vation of that hero worship on which his immense vanity 

had always battened wrought swift changes in him. His 
appetite disappeared and the flesh seemed to melt from 
his bones. Without exercise his huge knots of muscles 
grew slack and stringy. The giant frame could never be 
altered but now it grew so gaunt that the clothes hung 
limply on It as on a scarecrow. His hair went gray and 
his eyes were dull in their dark sockets. Whenever I 
visited him he would have a fit and lie frothing at the. 
nose and mouth or grovel on the floor of his cell, shriek- 
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ing for mercy. What ng could a man expect, who had 
betrayed his own friends for cash, who had cost us seven 
thousand casualties at Arnhem and had prolonged a war 


-for perhaps six months more than was necessary? I could 


feel nothing but contempt for a man who could not 
stand the treatment he had cheerfully ordered for others 


‘and who had not, like them, felt the keen agony of in- 


enious torture. I was all the more determined to see him 
cing his trial. i 
And so I went back to my office, which was now with 
the Dutch Counter-Intelligence. I wanted to get hold of 
the documents in his case and submit them with an ur- 


- gent request that his trial should take place. The records 


room at Intelligence Headquarters was closely guarded. 
Only senior officers on important business were allowed 
access to the room. Any papers or documents removed 
had to be scrupulously signed for. Even signatures on 
papers and identity cards were compared -to avoid any 
possible forgery. A security cordon surrounded the 
whole building. I had seen many security arrangements in 
the past and I was certain that few would have equaled the 
setup there. 

But when I went to get the vital file it was not in 
its proper place. I searched carefully on neighboring 
shelves and in nearby filing cabinets in case it had been 
accidentally filed away in the wrong place. There was 
no sign of it. I checked the record index to make sure 
that the system had not been reorganized in my absence. 
There was no entry to show that there ever had been a 
‘file on the Lindemans Case. In fact the very name “Lin- | 
demans” had been carefully and completely expunged! 

I began to make pressing inquiries. At last I learned that 
a certain senior he had called for the file some days 
earlier. I tackled him. He admitted that he had had the file 
in his possession for a short time but had passed it on to 
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another senior officer. I went to see the latte 

questioned him he looked blank. No, he a 
eyes on the Lindemans. file. I returned to the former 
senior officer. He was equally surprised. He could have 
sworn that the other senior officer had taken the file from 
him on such and such a day. And there the matter ended. 
From that day to this I have never set eyes on the Linde- 
mans file and there was nothing further for the moment 

i that I could do. 


9 


In October, 1945, after I had made a nuisance of my- 
-self by continually importuning my seniors to bring on 
the trial of Lindemans, I was suddenly released from the 
Security Service and later promoted and transferred to 
duty in Germany. I had, however, been expecting such 
a move and had in fact joked with my friends about it 
in advance. There is an old Dutch proverb which says: 
He who wants to beat a dog can always find a stick for 
the job.” I had long realized that after the arrest of King 
Kong a stick would later be found for me. 

But I was not sorry for what I had done, only that I 
had not achieved better results. Love of Holland, my 
native country, has always taken first place with me, but 
moreover I have always believed that the people of a 
country should be big enough to know the truth even if 
it is not always to their advantage. Most Dutch people 
did not yet know why Arnhem had failed. They had 


been taught to blame the weather or “the luck of the ~_ 


game” or Field Marshal Montgomery’s recklessness in 
mounting a daring operation without sufficient resources 
at his disposal. They did not know that one of their own 
countrymen had betrayed the battle before it started. It - 
seemed : that as long as Lindemans could be kept ob- 
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_ scurely in jail—and there appeared to be no time limit to 


this—they never would know. 

And so the months went by and the mud was allowed 
to settle at the bottom so that on the surface everything 
was limpid and clear. But in May, 1946, when I had long 
resigned myself to having heard the last of Lindemans, a 
surprising event occurred. The British press was of 
course no longer gagged by censorship. The European 
war had been over for a full year. The press which has 
so often championed the cause of the individual against 
the bureaucracy and has brought sufficient pressure to 
bear through publicity to put an end to injustice, began 
to print articles demanding to know what had happened 
to “the Dutch officer who had betrayed Arnhem,” “the 
secret prisoner in the Tower of London.” For several 
days the press campaign went on; newspapers in Eng- 
land and the Continent of different political outlooks 
were at one in their desire to know the facts. The same 
questions were asked by all. The “Dutch officer” had 


‘been arrested more than eighteen months before. Had 


he been tried and, if so, what was the result of his trial? 
If he had not yet been tried, what was the reason for the 
delay? In the face of these demands the Dutch Govern- 
ment had only one course to take. It was announced that 
a Special Tribunal would assemble at the end of June, 
1946, for the purpose of trying Christian Lindemans on 
charges of treason. 2 
(At this stage I must-point out that my knowledge of 
the rest of Lindemans’ brief career is based on hearsay 
and the official Dutch version of his fate. I was no longer 
in Holland and thus without access to the facts at first 
sight. If one of the hallmarks of truth is that it really is 
stranger than fiction, then without doubt the official 
version is-completely true. As it is impossible now to 
obtain the evidence that would confirm or refute the 
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communiqué, one’s only choice is to accept i 
theless, as with all ees mysteries there pa P 
a Ten arero ganan marks which cannot be satis- 
actorily explained—at least t i i i 
e nt A dried.) : ai pi Mi an 
s I have already mentioned, Scheveningen Pri 
p haps the largest in Holland, had been tip o SN 
_ Nazis for holding political prisoners. Many of Holland’s 
most gallant patriots had been tortured and allowed to 
rot there. When the Nazis were driven out and the 
prison was taken over by the Allies, it was found that 
most of the surviving Dutch prisoners were too ill to be 
moved. A specially equipped hospital was set up for their 
, treatment inside the main structure of the building and 
oy the prison became more and more of a hospital. 
n fact ay one large wing was still used for its original 
purpose.“ here the suspected traitors, the collaborators. 
spies and looters were held, among them Christian 
Lindemans. . 

For months Lindemans had been growing weaker. He 
was now so emaciated that the skin seemed to hang in 
_ folds on his giant skeleton. In addition he was partly 
paralyzed.-The Dutch prison doctors, knowing that he 
had been shot through the lung, suspected that tubercu- 
losis had set in and removed him from his bleak stone 
cell to the prison hospital for special tests and treatment. 

Women nurses are not usually found in Dutch prison 
hospitals but as Scheveningen was now more of a hos- 
pital than a prison the rule was waived in its case. Al- 
though Lindemans was no longer the superb muscular 
athlete with a reputation for turning girls’ heads, he must 
still have possessed some potent spark of manhood, if we 
are to believe the official version of what happened next. 
For one of these coldly efficient and practical nurses 
fell in love with him. 
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Perhaps they had known each other in the happier 
days when Lindemans could pick up a grown man in 
each huge fist and knock them out by crashing their 
heads together, could drink enough wine to finish off — 
three ordinary men and could then dance the shoes off 
three or four girls in one night with his great energy. Per- 
haps she had been won by his great reputation as a resist- 


4 ance leader and refused to believe that he was guilty of 
the charges against him. Whatever the cause, and-we shall 


never know the real motives, she decided to help him 

to escape the consequences of his approaching trial. 
Lindemans was kept in a prison hospital room by him- 

self. The door was locked on the outside, there was only 


one small window and that was heavily barred. The 


room was several stories up with a sheer drop of many 
feet to the ground. It was not a promising situation for 
any man to escape from, let alone one who was partly 
paralyzed and in such a physical decline that he was 
under observation for tuberculosis. But according to the 
official version, the daring plan nearly worked. The nurse 
managed to smuggle a steel file into Lindemans’ room. 
With this she had to saw through the stout bars of his 
window in such a way that although they appeared to be 
intact, one hard push would remove them. She had an 
accomplice who had the romantic nickname of “The 
Singing Rat.” He was apparently serving a term of im- 
prisonment for some minor offense; through her efforts, 
he was given the job of nursing orderly for sick pris- 
oners. 

If you have ever tried sawing through strong bars 
with a file you will know that it is not an easy job, par- 


, _ ticularly if you have to do it as quietly as possible. Hos- 
| pital nurses are given many tasks to perform and they 


never seem to have a spare or an unsupervised moment. 
Yet here was one who had so much time to spare that 
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she could spend hours in Lindemans’ room sawing away 
at the bars of his cell window without apparently caus- 
ing any suspicions among her observant colleagues. Cer- 
tainly she must have taken turns with The Singing Rat 
at the sawing but even then she must have kept cavé near 
the room in case someone walked in unex ectedly. So 
much activity in the one place and no one sufficient! ob- 
servant to comment on it. For any hospital this would 
be amazing; for a prison hospital it is almost incredible. 
The second part of the plan was even more difficult to 
pom. Having prepared the bars so that they could 
removed without effort, the three plotters had to 
devise some means for Lindemans to reach the ground 
after climbing through the window. His cell was man 
feet off the ground. There were no convenient foothol 
or drainpipes down which he could climb. So it was 
arranged that on the night set for the escape The Singing 
Rat would leave a rubber hose pipe hanging out of a 
store-room window which happened to be conveniently 
close to the window of Lindemans’ cell. All the escaper 
had to do was perch on the window sill of his own room, 
swing across until he grasped the hose pipe and then 
swarm down it. í 
For the man he had been at the time of his arrest this 
scheme would have presented few problems. His brute 
strength would have allowed him to climb down almost 
any length of piping as long as it would support his mas- 
sive weight. But the Lindemans who now had to make 
the attempt was an emaciated weakling who was also 
semi-paralyzed. True, his weight was far less and would 
put less strain on his arms but this still doesn’t make the 
story a likely one. The Lindemans I had last seen only 
a few months before was hardly strong enough to tie a 
knot in a length of stout rope. And yet, presumably still 
further weakened by continued illness and loss of appe- 
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tite, he was to attempt a feat in the darkness over which 
a trained and resolute cat burglar might well have hesi- 
tated. 

Stranger still, according to the official version, he suc- 
ceeded in his hazardous attempt. He managed to slither 
down the hose pipe and reach the ground. Unfortunately 
he made too much noise in the descent, was heard by the 
guards i valores the grounds of the prison and was 
captured by them. Within a few minutes he was behind 
bars again. 

Now when an important prisoner nearly effects a dar- 
ing escape a few days before he is to be tried, an escape 
which must have been engineered with inside help, the 
authorities usually concentrate their energies on arresting 
his helpers. It would not have required much imagination 
or powers of deduction to suspect that the nurse who 
had devoted so much time to the assiduous care of the ~ 

risoner might be implicated in his escape plan. Even 
if it were impossible to prove her complicity, the safest 
course would be to allot her duties to some other nurse. 
But for some unaccountable reason she was neither ar- 
rested for her part in the plot nor even removed from 
her post. 

The day of justice was approaching. Soon the whole 
world would know of Lindemans’ guilt and a popular 
false idol would be smashed forever. But Fate—or human 
intervention—had one more trick to play on the prose- 
cution. Two days before the trial when the routine in- 
spection of all cells took place, Lindemans was found 
lying on his bed. He was dead. Across his body lay the 


` nurse, inert but still breathing. Strong emetics were im- 


mediately forced down her throat and all the modern 
aids of medicine were used to bring her round. She re- 
covered and confessed that she had administered eighty 
aspirin tablets to Lindemans and had herself swallowed 
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an equal number. They had agreed on a suicide pact, 
she said. 

Thus a traitor cheated justice. He was now beyond 
the reach of the law but what of the person who assisted 
him in his final escape—the nurse? She was surely liable 
to face charges, the least of which was grave ape aps 
_ that of being accessory to the attempted escape of a 

_ prisoner, and the worst of which, for the survivor of a 

suicide pact, was murder. Yet this nurse, whom one 
*would consider lucky to get off with a heavy prison 

sentence, was never tried in public and subsequently has 

held nee: official positions in Holland. It is a 

strange thing which I for one do not begin to understand. 

And Cornelis Verloop, that self-admitted traitor, 
whose evidence first confirmed my suspicions of Linde- 
mans’ guilt? He also avoided the embarrassment of facing 
a public trial and must in fact have been completely ex- 
onerated since as far as I know there is no record of his 
being tried. I have heard from various quarters that he 
subsequently held an official post in Germany under the 
Dutch Government. It seems a strange reward for a man 
who betrayed his country to the enemy and I can hardly 

- believe it. é 

_ The Special Tribunal that was to have assembled to try 

Lindemans was dissolved before it ever met. There were 

brief reports of his death in a few Dutch papers. The 

case was officially closed. 

And so Lindemans, master traitor, lecherous, vain, 
brutal and cowardly, found in the end that his luck with 
women held, although women had contributed so much 
to his final arrest. If he had not entered the Antwerp Se- 
curity Camp for the purpose of picking up a couple of 
girls, I might never have suspected him in the first place. 


He was undeniably a traitor. I have met many of them | 


and he was by far the worst, not only in his methods but 
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in the damage he caused. Even if one is not prepared to 
admit that his actions prolonged the war by more than 
six months, one must credit—or rather discredit—him 
with the seven thousand casualties suffered by the gal- 
lant “Red Devils of Arnhem,” with the deaths in action- 
of his brave resistance men and the slow deaths by tor- 
ture of the secret agents he betrayed. Because the world 
has never learned his full infamy through his death be- 
fore trial, there have been many attempts, some of them 
officially sponsored, to whitewash his memory. I myself 
was told by a representative of the Dutch Government 
in London, when the British press was out to prmt the 
facts of his career and his death, to deny that King Kong 
betrayed Arnhem. But to me he was not a big, irresponsi- 
ble boy who just blundered into the siete He was a 
sordid traitor who coolly sold his secret information to 
gratify his gross appetites. For the first time I have writ- 
ten here the full facts as I know them; and where I have 
had to rely on official “handouts” in the last phase of my 
story, I have exercised the right to comment on them. 
It is up to the reader to weigh the evidence before him 
and to reach his own conclusions. : 
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CHAPTER XI 


A Forward Glance 


Tr the study of hi 

y of history has any practical value, i 
should surely provide lessons that ine y to ine predni 
and the future. Man learns largely by experience and 
history is a recorded form of the many experiences of 


many people over a long time. I do not claim that the — 


cases | have related in this book are historical facts of 
international importance, although the Lindemans Case 
at least had results of more than local interest. But they 


seem to me to provide a moral which has direct applica- - 


tion to the times in which we live. 

Let us look on the black side for a moment. As long 
as there is a Communist regime in Russia, we cannot ex- 
pect to enjoy peace and full prosperity. The Communist 
ideology implies a state of world domination and the 
Politburo presumably never relaxes its efforts in that 
direction. World domination can be achieved in three 
ways. One is by supposedly democratic means through 
which weak but well-meaning Governments form a polit- 


ical alliance with their local Communist party which 


gradually assumes greater power until it is ready to en- 
gineer a coup d état. Czechoslovakia was the classic ex- 


_ ample of this. Another is by keeping the free nations in 


such a state of suspense that they overstrain their econo- 
mies by supplying both “guns and butter,” by trying to 
rearm fully and maintain a high standard of living at the 
same time. According to the Communist theory capitalist 
economies with their alternating slumps and booms can- 
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not indefinitely sustain the double burden of rearmament 
and a high standard of living. Sooner or later the eco- 
nomic system will crash and the ensuing hardships for the 
“masses will, with careful guidance from local Com- 
munist cells, result in revolution followed by a Com- 
munist Government. This is the “cold war” technique 
which we have seen in operation for the past few years. 


The third alternative is domination through a shooting 


_ war. Even if they did not gain a decisive victory in arms, — 
the Politburo must know that war on the scale which we 


ste 


See, ae 


have recently experienced creates such havoc, such de- 
struction of property and so many postwar problems of 
resettlement that its aftermath is a fruitful breeding 
ground for communism. To the homeless and the de- 
spairing any drastic political change may be for the 
better and cannot in any case be for the worse. 

It seems to me, therefore, and the. thought has no 
doubt occurred to many people, that the best we can 


look forward to for many years is a continuation of the 


resent cold war and the worst we can look forward to 
is an outbreak of actual war. Just as an athlete does not 
train for the marathon race by practicing hundred-yard 
sprints, so, I feel, should we get into mental training by 
refusing to believe that real peace is just around the cor- 
ner. Unless a miracle occurs, the present situation with 
its vague threats and its engineered local battles on the 
perimeter of the Iron Curtain which are obviously in- 
tended to dissipate and drain away United Nations re- 
sources may exist for many years to come. 

Now there seem to me to be two ways in which we 
should equip ourselves mentally for the long siege. One 
is positive, the other negative. Communism may be a per- 
version of all that is decent and worth living for but 
nevertheless it gives its disciples a creed, an inspiration. 
For example, one sees every day the young men and 
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women standing at street corners in all weathers selling 


the Daily Worker. They may be misguided or led by 
false motives but they are outward symbols of an inner 
faith, however wicked it may be. They and their Com- 
 munist counterparts in the trade unions are in a way 
crusaders, ready to advance their cause by argument and 
example. It is always easier to propound a hypothesis 
than to defend a fact but are we reall positive enough in 
our defense of the democratic way of life? Do we merely 


accept our implicit standards passively or are we pre- . | 


pared to act and argue our case against the Communists? 
_ The negative way of defending ourselves during the 
cold war period is to improve our Counter-Intelligence 
system. In so-called peacetime Counter-Intelligence is 
never praised for its successful prevention of spying be- 
cause the public never gets to hear of such secret hap- 


penings. As with angling it is “the one that gets away” 


that attracts all the attention. But how many and how big 
have been the ones that got away! Since 1945, to name 
only the major agents who were either trapped after they 
had successfully passed information to the Russians or 
who have apparently got away with impunity, there 
have been Alan Nunn May, Alger Hiss, Professor Fuchs, 
and Professor Pontecorvo. Two Foreign Office officials, 
Burgess and McLean, have also disappeared mysteriously 
and, at the time of writing, without trace. We are told 
the latter two had no access to particularly secret in- 
formation but the four others were in their own realms 
the possessors of perhaps the most important secret facts 
in the world today. If the Russians are now stock-pilin 
atom bombs for eventual use against the free world, then 
the three scientists mentioned must largely share the 
blame. 

In times of war we expect to sacrifice certain of the 
rights and liberties of the individual. We undergo censor- 


184 


e 


ship, the direction of labor and many regulations which 
we dislike but realize are essential to the successful prose- 
cution of the war. In times of peace we expect these re- 
strictions on our private liberty to be removed. We are 
right to have such expectations; it would be ironic if, to 
defend our democratic way of life, we had to sacrifice 
all its privileges. ; 
But I do believe that in a time of cold war, our atomic 
scientists, our diplomats and our political representatives — 
are just as much training and fighting for our cause as are 
the armed services. When a man volunteers for or is con- 
scripted into the army, he expects to lose certain civilian 
privileges. He has to obey orders, go wherever in the 
world he is sent and cannot indulge in the luxury of 
civilian strikes which the army knows as “mutinies.” In 
the same way a scientist or a diplomat or a politician em- 
ployed by the Government should be under strict orders 
and should lose those civilian privileges which are incom- 
patible with security. They have one advantage over the 


conscript. No one forces them to take np employment 


under the Government. But once they have done 50, 

they should come under the strict discipline and security 

regulations that are typical of the armed services. i 
The task of Counter-Intelli ence in peace or war is 


similar to that of ist “Of all, to prevent 
spying and acts the well- of the 


State and, secondly, if such ac ce 
and arrest the person responsible. As I have already 
pointed out, the successful Counter-Intelligence agent re- 
quires certain inborn and fairly uncommon qualities, fol- 
lowed by years of experience and training. On the whole 
his is a thankless job. He may have to work long and ir- 
regular hours, his home life is almost nonexistent and he 
may have to travel across Europe at the shortest notice. 
He may not make many friends and he can never indulge 
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in the luxury of discussing his job or describing actual 


_ Cases, even to his wife. One would expect that a job of 


this kind, which demands that its candidates must have 
legal and psychological training, and the knowledge of 
several European languages, and which involves them in 
unusual hardships, would be rewarded by a high salary. 
But the seas is true. When I was Chief Fxaminer at 
the Royal Victoria Patriotic School at a time when this 
might be considered a key position in the British Counter- 
Intelligence system, my salary was no more than a fairly 
competent female stenographer would get. It was then 
of course wartime and one is prepared to make sacrifices 
in time of war. But in peacetime it is different. One can- 
not blame a man whose qualifications would easily earn 
him over £1,500 a year in industry for aoe teluctant to 
join a Government department at a third of that amount. 

e is not being unpatriotic in the least, no more than the 


Members of Parliament who voted themselves an increase — 


of one third in salary shortly after they took office. 

The answer is a simple one: There are only two ways 
of attracting recruits to an unpopular industry. One is by 
raising wages and the other is by improving conditions, 
The latter course is automatically ruled out in Counter- 
Intelligence work by the very nature of the work. But it 
would not cost many thousands a year, possibly no more 
than one per cent of the public money lost in the 
Groundnuts fiasco, to ensure a really efficient Counter- 
Intelligence organization with a stream of worthwhile 
volunteers eager and ready to enlist. 

Stinting security is almost the worst form of miserli- 
ness, because in the end it costs the dearest. If the Russians 


ever unloose on the free world atom bombs constructed 


by the knowledge supplied to them .by Nunn May or 
Fuchs, the cost or repairing the damage will be incalcu- . 
lable and no kind of payment will bring back to life those 
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who are killed in the bombing. Yet a few thousand 
pounds properly spent at the right time might have kept 
the secret information intact. Let us never forget that a 
pennyworth of prevention is, atomically speaking, worth 


_ a million pounds of cure. 


Thus far we have discussed what should be done in 
terms of cold war. We must remember that, at Russia’s 
whim, the war may turn “hot” at any time. In spite of the 
great efforts being made to equip and consolidate Euro- 
pean defenses, many months, even years, may pass efore 
the task is completed. It would hardly be an exaggeration 
to estimate that if the Russian hordes suddenly attacked 
westward in the next few months, they would probably 
reach the Channel coast within a fortnight of the start of 
hostilities. The flood of refugees into England might then 
be ten times what it was Fei Dunkirk. esr there is 
a far more potent and better organized Fifth Column in 
the British Communist pany than there was in aid of 
Hitler over a decade ago. The problems of such a war 
might be similar to those we have already undergone but 
much intensified. 

To cope with its increased task, if it has not already 
done so the Counter-Intelligence leaders here should train 
large numbers of investigators without delay. The Field 
Security Service, a branch of the Army’s Intelligence — 
Corps, is probably the best cadre for training both serv- 


_ ing soldiers and Territorials as investigators. Particular 


importance should be given to teaching investigators how 
to search luggage, for as certain of the cases I have re- 
lated have shown, a spy is nearly always given away by 
some item he brings with him. In addition, noncommis- 
sioned officers of the Field aed Service should be 
taught to speak foreign languages uently, in particular 
French and German. During the last war many of these 
intelligent and reasonably educated men were quite use- 
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less, in fact a positive hindrance, to the task of investiga- 


tion because they could neither interrogate suspects nor 


even translate their documents, 

As the Latin tag succinctly puts it—si pacem vis, para 
bellum. None of us wants to see another war which, win 
or lose, might well be the end of all our civilization. But 
war will not be avoided by blanching and throwin up 
one’s hands at the mere thought of it. The Politburo 
alone can decide whether there is to be war or peace. 
But even the inmates of the Kremlin are unlikely to start 
a war unless they are reasonably confident of winning it. 
The greater our resolution and state of preparedness, the 
less likely is the Politburo to begin open hostilities. 

Since 1936 wars have not only been a conflict of nations 
but also a conflict of ideologies. Even now some bril- 
liantly intellectual but emotionally juvenile scientist in 
atomic research may be contemplating betraying secrets 
to the enemy. Even now some sincere but misguided fan- 
atics may—in fact probably are—plotting to create major 
industrial unrest to further the Communist cause amon 
the workers of the free world. Our rulers should be “in- 
filtrating” their own agents into local Communist cells, 
should be greatly increasing the salaries of Counter-In- 
telligence agents, should be tightening up the discipline 
of Government research units and also of the Foreign 
Office and should be making all arrangements for the 
competent interrogation of refugees in the event of an 
actual war. I sincerely hope that they are. 

For although Counter-Intelligence agents are humor- 
ously referred to as “cloak and dagger” men, never forget 
that a cloak is a form of protection and a dagger can pin 
down the King’s enemies. 


THE END 


188 


YOU WILL ALSO WANT TO READ 


THE TIRPITZ 
by David Woodward 


The massive battleship Tirpitz was the 
pride of the German Navy—the biggest 
warship in the Western Hemisphere. 
The very existence of the Tirpitz tied up 
an entire Allied fleet. It also required 
the constant vigilance of thousands of 
planes. 


This is the story of the desperate at- 
tempts to sink a ship that was a deadly 
danger to the entire war effort. Every- 
thing was tried: midget submarines, 
high-altitude bombers, and frogmen. 
These attempts make one of the most 
fascinating chapters in the naval history 
of World War Il. 


“, . . some of the finest description yet 
written of action at sea in World War H.” 
—Chicago Tribune 


This book available from Berkley Publishing Corp., 15 East 26th St., 
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YOU WILL ALSO WANT TO READ 


: ESCAPE FROM COLDITZ 
< by P. R. Reid 


2 Colditz Castle was the impregnable Ger- 
| man prison camp reserved for enemy 
officers who had escaped from other 
camps. Here were gathered fogether the 
most desperate and daring men of half 
a dozen Allied nations—their single 
thought: ESCAPE .. . 


The Germans regarded Colditz as es- 
cape-proof, for the Castle's garrison out- 
numbered the prisoners af all times. At 
night the fortress was floodlit from every 
angle; there were clear drops of a hun- 
dred feet from the barred windows; 
there were sentries just outside the 
barbed wire; then further precipices and 
more sentries ... 


Yet the men went on escaping from Col- 
ditz. The story of their hair-raising ad- 
ventures makes this one of the most ex- 
citing books in years. 
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